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| WINTER TALE, 


| Her brooding Wings, for thee alone to plume, © 
I. And neſtle there, O Garrick Thou deſerv'ſt 
Indsed, much cheriſhing : thy Melody 
Charms ev*ry Ear. But ſure, it ill beſeems 
One Cygret, thus to ſtretch it's little pens, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


LzonTes, King of Sicilia. 
PoLiXENzs, King of Bithynia. 
FLORIZ EL, Prince * * 5 
CaMILLo, | 
_ CLEoMINES, 

Dion, . Scilian Lords. 
ALCIDALES, 1 
RockR0O, 
OLD SHEPHERD, reputed Father of Perdita. | 
CLown, his Son. 
GOALER. 
SERVANT to the old | 
AvuToLicvs, a roguiſh? 


« SE 


Officers of IV . 5 | RJ Juſtice. 


W OM E N. 


HER MIONYR, Queen to Leontes. 
PzrpiITA, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
PAULINA. 


> | Shepherdeſſes 


Dorcas, - 


| Satyrs for a Dance, Shepherds Shepherdeſſes, 


NE, in the Firſt, . and Fifth Acts, 
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THE 


WINTER's TA LE. 


ACT L S$©'8 Na 
An Antichamber in the Palace of | Leontes. 


Enter Alcidales and Rogero. 


Mid. 8 it not firange. my Friend, this fatal Paſſion 


So lang ſhou'd prey upon a royal Mind? 

O fall'n Leontes, once the boaſted Pride | 
Of each Sicilian Tongue; for Juſtice fam'd, 
For Prudence, Fortitude, and ev'ry Virtue 
That ſwells the Annals of the beſt of Kings. 
How art thou ſunk !—become thy own poor Captive, 
And Reaſon's Light extinguiſh'd in thy Soul! 

Rog. The Magnanimity with which the Queen 


Suſtains Impriſonment, can only flow 


From conſcious Innocence. 

Acid. From thence alone, 
The Heart that by Injuſtice is N d 
Finds its Relief, 8 
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2 The WINTER TALE. 


Rog. The Temper of the King 
Of "2 ſeems Food nar ſhaken, 
Alcid. Need we wonder DE, 
Have we got feſt the Arm of Juve himſelf? 
His own Right Hand hath wing'd th' avenging Bolts 
That have transfix'd Sicitia's hapleſs Sons! | 
* *Tis for the King's Offence the People die:“ 
Why elſe, (ſince Heaven is juſt) this Viſitation ? 
Why hath Enceladus thus ſhook our Iſle? 
Wherefore theſe fierce-Irruptions ? From the Mouth 
Of thund'ring Z7na, fraught with raging Fires, 
Volcanos, ifluing with a Whictwind' Force, 
Tear up the ſeated Rocks. 
Rog. Large Flakes of Embers 
Involve in pitchy Ctouds the duſky Air, 
And where they fall, leave a ſulphureous Stench, 
Fatal to Man's frail Being. | 
Acid. The Earth trembles, 
As univerſal Ruin were at hand: 
Happy the Dead ! no more their Ears are wounded 
With dreadful Sounds that bellow from the Deep, 
As all the Elements with all their Force 
Maintain'd within its Womb inteſtine War. [God, 
Rog. The King, with Gifts, has ſought the Delphian 


= Exploring thence the Cauſe of this Deſtruction. 


Acid. He ſeems himſelf the Cauſe. —— Hermione ! 
Thy Wrongs have ſure alarm'd the mighty Gods! 
For fifteen Years ſhut from the Light of Day 
Whilft Calumny with its nefarious Breath | 
Blafts thy good Name, and in thy Fate involves 
Thy guikleſs Offspring. | 

Rog. I was young at Court 
When firſt Hermione began her Sufferings, 

And but from Rumour took th imperte&t Tale; ; 
You muſt have known it better. | 

Alcid. The good King, 

Polixenes, who ways Bithynid's Scepter, 


* 
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The WINTER's TALE. a 
From Infancy was train'd with our Leontes. | 
They were as twinn'd Lambs that did friſk i' the Sun, 
And bleat the one at th* other. What they *chang'd 
Was only Innocence, for Innocence. 

Thus growing up, cemented in their Loves, 
There rooted *twixt them ſuch a fair Affection 
As cou'd not chuſe but branch, and bloſſom forth, 
Mellow'd by Time into the ſtrongeſt Friendſhip. 
And the ſame Sun, that ſaw Leontes wiv'd, 

Bleſt with his Beams the Nuptials of Polixenes. 
Tho? Seas divided them, yet did they ſeem, 

In Abſence, to embrace as twere; by Gifts, 

By Letters, and by loving Embaſſies. — 

At length Bithynia paid his Friend a Viſit. 

Rog. His Welcome at the Court is ſtill a Theme, 

When Men wou'd praiſe our King's Magnificence. 
Alcid. He made a Fuly's Day ſhort as December. 
Nine Changes of the wat' ry Star had paſs'd 
Before Bithynia preſs'd his Home-Return. 
At laſt he urg'd what Dangers to his State 
Might grow in Abſence—That his Royalty 
Wou'd ſuffer, and his Throne, ſo long unfill'd 
Might heat aſpiring Minds. Leontes ſtill 
Combats his Reaſons, and commands Hermione 
To uſe her Eloquence. Th' unwary Queen 
With Vehemence prefers her pious Suit; 
Entreats him for a Month, a Week, a Day. 
O'ercome by fair Perſuaſions, he delay d 
His fix*d Departure. Sudden Jealouſy 
Then ſeiz'd Leontes Boſom, and he ſwore 
His Wife was an Adult'reſs. 
Rog. When the Brain 
Is thus infected, the Imagination 
Will to the Center ſtab; communicate with Dreams, 
And make unreal things appear as ſtrong 
As ſacred Verities.— Unhappy Queen 
Acid. I was in Preſence when his flaming Eyes 
x Diſcover'd 
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Diſcover'd firſt his Rage. Ht call'd me to him : 

Did'ſt thou not mark? he cry'd— Bithynia ſtays, 

But not at my Entreaty : they're too hot, 

_ To mingle Friendſhip far, is mingling Blood ! 

She arms her with the Boldneſs of a Wife, 

To her allowing Huſband. -— Gone already ; 9 
Inch thick, Knee deep, o'er Head and Ears a fork'd one, 

I then adjur'd him, by the Wounds he'd give 

His Honour as a King, timely to think, 
Before he plung'd himſelf in deep Deſpair. 
Nay, urg'd the Scandal to the Blood o' th' Prince, | 
His darling Son. 

Rog. Ilfuſtrious hapleſs Youth | —— | 
His Virtue ſuffers for his Father's Crimes. x 
Divided in his Duty, whilſt his Heart 287 1 
Acquits Hermione, and mourns in ſecret nn 
The mighty Sorrows of that injur'd Saint; 

The Thought infects, and preys upon his Health, 
And will, *tis fear'd, if not remov'd, prove fatal. 

Aid. 0 Jealouſy ! |: how fatal is thy Rage ? 0 
Seated in private Breaſts, it carries Ruin 9 5 1 
Where-e'er its Influence ſpreads. ; 
But when a pow'rful Monarch's Soul is tainted, 

It ſcatters all around the vaſt Deſtruction, | "i 
And Numbers ſuffer for the Guilt of one. = 
Antigonus, who thinks upon thy Fate, 5 
Without a melting Eye? Loſt to thy Friends, 

Thy Wife and native Clime, where doſt thou wander? 

Rog. Mean you the Huſband of the good Paulina? 

Acid. I do. A Man full of the niceſt Honour; 

His Actions ſpoke him noble : ſtrictly honeſt; x 
Cautious to promiſe ; but his Word once giv'n F 
Was irrevertible.— This worthy Lord, | | 4 
Leontes, in the Tempeſt of his Mind. | 1 
His frantick Boſom fraught with black Suſpicion, 
Commaaded to deſtroy th' — Fruit 

Of his own Marriage Bed. — On his Refuſal, 


He 


7 
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The WINT E R's TALE. 8 
He ſwore him, on the Peril of his Soul, 
And on his Body's Torture, to convey it 
Out of Sicilia: in ſome deſart Place 
To leave it to its Fortune - that blind Chance 
Might either ſtrangely rear it up, or end it.— 
But the Morn waſtes.— By this, the King has left 
His thorny Couch; where, to the Shades of Night, 
Inſtead of taſting balmy, ſoft Repoſe, 
Inceſſantly he pours out his Complaints. 


SCENE opens and diſcovers the King, Attendants. 
- Soft Muſick. 


King. Nor Night, nor Day, no Reſt j--itisbutWeakneſs 
To bear the Matter thus; mere weakneſs, if 
The Cauſe were not in being; part o' the Cauſe, 
She, the Adult'reſs; for th* Adulterer, 
Is quite, beyond mine Arm; out of the Blank 
And Level of my Brain, Plot proof; but ſhe 
I can hook to me : ſay, that ſhe were gone, 
Giv'n to the Fire, a Moiety of my Reſt 
Might come to me again. But wherefore ſhakes 
My Coward Soul, and ſtartles at that Thought? 
As ſhe is guilty, Juſtice dooms her Death: 
And yet,—theſe dreadful Heralds of the Gods, 
Proclaiming Wrath divine, but newly wak'd, 
Unnerve my Reſolution, - and each Thought 
That tends to Vengeance, with a ſtrong Recoil 
Bounds back, and ftrikes on my aſtoniſh'd Senſe 
With tenfold Horror !—Where's the Lord Rogers ? 
Rog. My Liege. | | 
ng. Have our Phyſicians yet diſcover*d | 
The ſecret Malady of Prince Mamillius? {baffled ; 
Rog. They*vetry'd their utmoſt Skill, which yet ſeems 
*Tis thought the working of his Mind enflames 
His fev*riſh Pulſe. 1 
Hung. His Mind, Roger? — Ha! 


How 
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6 The WINT E R's TAL E. 
How ſometimes Nature will betray its Folly !— 

Its Tenderneſs!—And make itſelf a Paſtime 
To harder Boſoms.—O my Boy, fo young, 

And haſt already ſuch a tender Senſe 

Of the Indignity thy Father ſuffers ? 

What wilt thou feel; when Manhood ripens thee, 


And thou ſhalt know by Proof a Woman's Falſhood ? 


For all are falſe;—as falſe as Winds, or Waters; 
As Dice are to be wiſh'd,. by one who fixes 
No Bourne twixt his and mine. 
Acid. Pardon me, Sir, 

The Duty and Allegiance that I owe you 
Unties my Ton = — The Anguiſh you have felt, 

Tormented by the Queen's imagin'd Falſhood —- 
Hing. Imagin'd Falſhood Where, Alcidales, 
Where were thy Eyes? Thou then wert of our Court, 
And muſt have ſeen Bithynia and my Wife; 


Have mark d them, padling Palms, and pinchingFingers; 


Have ſeen them ſtopping the Career of Laughter 
With a fad ſudden Sigh ; a Note infallible 
Of breaking Honeſty. — 
Was Whifp'ring nothing ?—Leaning Cheek to Check, 
Kiſſing with inſide Lip, and meeting Noſes? _ 
Sculking in Corners, wiſhing Clocks more ſwift ; 
Hours Minntes ? the Noon Midnight, and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs ; theirs only, 
That wou'd unſeen be wicked? Was this nothing ? 
Why then, the World, and all that's in't is nothing z 
Nothing the coy'ring Sky—Bitbynia nothing; 
My Wife is nothing too, if this be nothing. 

Acid. O that you had been cur'd by — my Liege, 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion. 

ug. Doſt thou think 
That I am yet ſo muddy, and unſettled 
T' appoint myſelf in this Vexation ? ſully 
The Purity and Whiteneſs of my Sheets, 
Which to preſerve is Sleep; which _ ſpotted, 


| 
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Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Waſps, © 
Without ripe moving to't : cou'd I do this? 
Cou'd Man fo blench? I tell thee, mindleſs Slave, 
Were my Wife's Liver half ſo much infected, 
As then was her lewd Life, ſhe wou'd not live 
The running of one Glaſs. 

Acid. Still muſt I think, | 
(If 'tis Preſumption, take my forfeit Head,) 
The Queen and wrong'd Polixenes are honeſt, 

King. Villain, thou lieſt; he wore her like his Medal, 
Hanging about his Neck. —Bithynia did 
Yet, I but yoke with others :—there have been, 
Or I am much deceiv*d, Cuckolds ere now; 


And many a Man there i is, ev'n at this preſent, 
Now while I ſpeak this, holds his Wife by th* Arm, 


That little thinks how wanton ſhe has been, 


When he was abſent. Nay, there's Comfort in't, 
While other Men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open'd 
Like mine againſt their Will. Shou'd all deſpair 
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Wou'd hang themſelves. And Phyſick for*tthere's none, 
It is a powerful Planet, that will ſtrike 

Where *tis predominant. There's Thouſands of us 
Have the Diſeaſe, and yet perceive it not. 

Rog. When you, dread Sir, ſhall come to clearer Proof 
(As — Apollo's Oracle we hope,) 

How will you grieve, when what you now call Juſtice, 
Be prov'd a Violence? 

King. Were you to ſwear Hermione is honeſt, 
By each partic' lar Star that reigns in Heav'n, 
By all their Influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Ocean to obey the Moon, 

As, or by Oath remove, or Counſel ſhake 

My ſtrong Suſpicion. — There may be the Cup 
A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drink, depart, 
And yet partake no Venom ; for his Knowledge 


Is not infected: but if one preſent Tho 


The WIN TE R' TALE. 
Th' abhorrd Ingredient to his Eye, make known 
How he has drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides 


With violent Hefts.— I've drank, and ſeen the Spider. — 


Trait'rous Camillo was his Fædary; 
His Pander, and fled with him. That falſe Villain! 
And now they laugh ſecure, and loll the Tongue, 
And cry, Sicilia is a ſoforth, a pinch'd Thing! 
Acid. Camillo fled, tis true, my Sov'reign Liege; 
And with Polixenes : Fear caus'd his F light; OE 
When Kings are angry, who can ſtand before em: ? 
But let him not be burthen'd with a Crime 
That taints the pureſt Blood; — call him not Traytor. 
King. Alcidales, thou know'ſt I've truſted thee 
With all the things neareſt my Heart, — with all 
My Chamber-Councils, and therein, Prieſt-like, 
Thou cleans'd my Boſom ; I from thee departed, 
Thy Penitent reform'd. * I have been 
Deceiv' d in thy Int 
Acid. Forbid it, 26 an! | 
King. Thou art not honeſt, or thou art a Coward : 
Thou'rt ſworn my Servant, in the neareſt Truſt, 
Yet ſaw'ſt a falſe Game play*d, the rich Stake drawn, 
And took it for a Jeſt. O had'ſt thou Eyes, 
T' have ſeen alike, my Honour, as thy Profits, 
Thine own particular Thrifts, thou'd'ſt have done that, 
Which wou'd have paid the Villain in his kind ; | 
Be-ſpic'd a Cup, and giv'n Polixenes 


A laſting Wink ;---which Draught to me were Cordial. 
Acid. No, ſacred Sir, cou*d I have found Examples | 


Of thouſands that have ſtruck anointed Kings, 

And flouriſh'd after the atrocious Act, 

Ev'n then my Soul wou'd have refus d Conſent ; ; | 
But ſince nor Braſs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears 
The Memory of one, let Villainy 

Itſelf forſwear it. —O ye righteous Pow'rs | 
Judge *twixt the Royal Friends, — but ſpare, O ſpare 


A ſinking Land, that waſtes beneath your _— 
ng. 
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Fou muſt not enter. 
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King. There, Iam touch'd indeed l- to ſave my People 


O ha my Blood were an accepted Ranſom! 
Great Smintheus ! Son of the divine Latona, 


Bend, on Leontes, thy Death-darting Bow, 


And with redoubled Rage, arm ev'ry Shaft; 

But ſpare my poor Sicilians, they are guiltleſs.— 

How am I torn! my violated Bed, 

(For Heay*n is jealous of the Fame of Kings,) 

Has brought Deſtruction on my wretched Subjects 
Rog. Three great Ones ſuffer in this heavy Charge 

Yourſelf, your Queen, and Son.— Might I entreat, 

Till, from the 7 ripos, the dread Anſwer comes 

That muſt pronounce her Fate, yet hold her ſpotleſs. 
Alcid. I have three Dau ghters, Sir; but by mine Honour, 


If it be prov'd Hermione is falſe, 


They ſhall not live, to bring falſe Generations: 
Their Beauty ſhall not bloom, this Hand ſhall ſlay em.— 
For ev'ry Inch of Woman in the World 
Is vile, if ſhe be ſo. 
King. Peace, Peace, no more. 
You ſmell this Buſineſs with a Senſe as cold, 


As is a dead Man's Noſe. —Camillo's Flight, 


Added to their Familiarity, 
Which was as groſs as ever touch'd Conjecture 
That lack'd Sight only, all make up to th' Deed, 


However, to give Reſt to others Minds, 


Whoſe Cenſure has fell on us, for the Heav'ns 
Have with an Aſpect of ill Favour look'd 
Of late upon our Kingdom, we've diſpatch'd 


Tou know, to great Apollo's Prieft, at Delphos, 


Cleomines and Dion. By the Oracle 
Their Doubts will be refoly'd. Il need no more 
Than what I know, and what I feel within.— 
Paulina entering, an Attendant ftops ber. 
Atten. Yourpardon, Madam,” tis the King Command. | 


" Paw, 
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Paul. From the Queen I come. 
And good my Lords, be you all Seconds to me 
Fear you his tyrannous Paſſion more alas, 
Than the Queen's Life ?—a gracious innocent Soul, 
More free from his Attaints, than he is jealous. 
| Attend. He has not ſlept to-night, and has commanded 
| Few ſhou'd come near his Preſeace. —You by Name | 
He has forbid. ; B 
Paul. Not quite ſo hot, good Sir. 1 
I come to bring him Sleep; *tis ſuch as you, 
That creep like Shadows by him, and do ſigh 
At each his needleſs Heavings, ſuch as you, 
That nouriſh ſtill the Cauſe of his awaking. 
I come with Words, as med'cinal, as true; 
To purge from him that Humour which makes _ 
Fly from his Pillow. 4 
King. Hence, audacious Lady = 
Have I not charg'd ſhe ſhou'd not come about me? 4 
Paul. I come, my Liege, from Queen Hermione, 
And I beſeech you hear me! who profeſs _ 
Myſelf your loyal Servant; your Phyſician, 
Your moſt obedient Counſellor : yet that dares 
Leſs appear ſo, in comforting your Evils, 
; Than ſuch as moſt ſeem yours. I ſay, 1 come 
1 From your good 3 " 
1 King. Good Queen? — : 
1 Paul. Again I ſay 
_ -. Good Queen, my Lord. — If e' er Bithynma touch'd her 
BY Forbiddingly, my beſt Blood now turn | 
E | To an infected Jelly, and my Name 0 
1 Be rank d with their's that have betray d the beſt! 2 
$: Where I arrive, may my Approach be ſhun'd ; 
C | Nay hated too, worſe than the great'it infection 
That e'er was heard, or read of. 
King. Force her hence. 
Paul. Let him that makes but Frifles of his Eyes 
- Firſt * me. 
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i Forces this female Weakneſs from my Eyes. 


May walk again, —If ſuch thing be, laſt Night 
ES, C2 


The WINT ERS TALE. It 
King. All conſpire ?—A Neſt of Traytors |— 
Acid. I am not one, my Liege. 
Paul. Nor J, nor any, 
But one, that's here; and that's himſelf. For he 
The ſacred Honour of himſelf, his Queen, 
His hopeful Son, and his loſt Infant-Daughter 


Betrays to Slander, whoſe envenom'd Sting 


Is ſharper than the Sword. 
Full fifteen years have ſhed their leafy Honours 


Since my Antigonus, by thee enjoin d, W 


(O that he leſs had fear'd tyrannic Pow'r !} 
On his SouPs peril ſwore he wou'd bear "IR 
To ſome inhoſpitable deſart Clime 
The Iflue of his King. 
King. *Tis falſe, groſs Hag! 
My Iflue ! rather call it what it was, 


The Baſtard of the curſt Polixenes. 


I am a Feather for each Wind that blows 


Each bold intruding Tongue aſſaults my F ame. 


Were I a Tyrant, where were now your Life? 
But hence, away, while yet my Mercy laſts; 
A Moment longer, and my riſing Rage 
May fatal prove. 

Paul. Your Rage may ſeize my Life, 


For I am weary on't.—I an old Turtle 
' Wou'd wing me to ſome wither'd Bough, and there, 


My Mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament, till I am loſt. — Antigonus ! 


My deareſt Lord, the Huſband of my Youth, 


Why, why did'ſt thou obey this cruel King ? 
I thought not to have wept, but O, thy Mem'ry 


Alcid. Remove her, ſhe'll but more incenſe the King. 
Paul. Unvenerablebethe Handsthatdareto touch me. 
Once more, O King, I beg for Leave to ſpeak. 
P've heard, but not believ'd, the Spirits of the Dead 


Did 


1 — — IWF 7, 
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O'er all th inſidious Malice of my Foes. 
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Did my Antigonus, who doubtleſs periſn'd, 
When by thy ſtern Command he left the Innocent, 
Thy Daughter for a Prey to Kites and Vultures, 
Appear to his Paulina. Ne' er was Dremm 

So like a Waking. To me comes a Creature, 
Sometimes his Head on one Side, ſometimes th? other, 


I never ſaw a Veſſel of like Sorrow, 7 


So fill'd, and ſo becoming; in pure white Robes, 


Like very Sanctity he did approach me.— hence. 


King. Boundleſs of Tongue !--once more I bid thee | 

Paul. My Story ended, take away my Life. . | 
Thrice did the Spectre bow itſclf before me; ; "7 i 
And gaſping as it wou'd begin ſame Speech, 1 
Inſtant his Eyes became two ſtreaming Fountains. + 
Their Fury ſpent, at lengththeſe Words broke from him. 
J was thy Huſband; in my Prime of Life 5 
« Torn from thy tender Side: - Leontes urg' d, 1 
4 And by a fatal Oath enjoin'd my Service | 1 
« Againſt my better Mind. His Babe I left, 


| E (What Time the Heav*ns, as angry at the Act, 


& In Peals of dreadful Thunder threaten'd Vengeance,) 
& Upon Bithynia's Shore. Fate ſoon o'ertook me; 


* Purſu'd by rav'nous Bears, my quiv'ring Fleſh, 


e And guſhing Blood, yielded a dire Repaſt. 
King. Ceaſe, fabling Dreamer, babble to the Air, 
To Echo tell the viſionary Fears 
That ride thee, in this Dotage of thy Soul. 8 
Paul. Now by mine Honour, all I have deliver'd 


Is ſtrictly true. From Heav'n the Viſion came, 28 9 


To right the Injur'd, my afflicted Miſtreſs. 
When J inform'd her of this Viſitation ; 
With Tears, ſhe cry'd, Paulina, ſeek the King, 


My dear, but cruel Lord. Let me embrace, 


Inſtead of theſe vile Bonds, a bitter Death, 
If on a legal, and an open Tryal, 5 
My Innocency riſes not triumphant, == 


King. 
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King. Dare ſhe abide th* impartial Teſt of Juſtice ? 
We mean to hold a free and ſolemn Seſſion: 
Our Meſſengers, that we diſpatch'd to Delphos, 
With ev'ry coming Hour we do expect. 

_ judge betwixt us. 


Enter Meſſeng ger. 


Me en. Pleaſe your Highneſs, 
Poſts are arriv d from thoſe you ſent to th* Oracle: 
Cleomines, and Dion, are both landed, 
And haft'ning to the Court. 

Acid. Their Speed, my Liege, 
Has been beyond Account. 

King. Scarce twenty Days 
Have they been abſent.— Lords, prepare you all ; 
Summon a Seſſion, that we may arraign, 
In open Court, our moſt diſloyal Lady. 
For as ſhe hath been publickly accus'd, 
So ſhall ſhe have a juſt and open Tryal. 
| Whence theſe Miſgivings — is my Heart 
Aſſaulted on a Sudden thus by Fear? 
O, the inextricable Toil of Doubting ! 
Unfold, great Phebus, the myſterious Truth. 
To thy Deciſion I my Cauſe will truſt ; 


I have been cruel, or I have been uſt, [ Exeunt. 


End of the Fir As. 


e 
—— on 
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A C T II. 
SCENE I. The Court of Leontes. 


Enter Cleomines and Dion. 
[ſpeedy 3 


Cleom. UR Journey has been pleaſant, rare and 


orthy our Time and Pains. —May the 
Prove to the Queen auſpicious. bs = .. FR 
Dion. Grant it Heav'n. 
O happy Phocis, Seat of the Immortals ! 
The Climate's delicate, the Air moſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Soil, the Temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common Praiſe i it bears. 
Cleom. It ſhames Report; 
How awful too were the celeſtial Habits? 
Methinks I ſo ſhou'd term them, and the Rey'rence 
Of the grave Wearers? — O, the Sacrifice, 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and GY 
It was in th' Off ring ! 
Dion. But of all, the Burſt, 
And the Ear-deaf ning Voice of th- Oracle, 
Kin to Fove's Thunder; ſo ſurpris'd my Senſe 
That I was nothi 1 
Cleom. O' er the facred Cave, 
The ſpreading Laurel ſeem'd to grow ſpontaneous ; ; 


Or, by Apollo planted ; to ſecure 


From prying vulgar Eyes, the ſwelling Prieſteſs : 


Leſt when poſſeſs'd by the inſpiring God, 


Full of divine enthuſiaſtic Rapture, 

And ſeeming more than mortal, 

nn, and Death ſeize the les. | | 
Dion; 5 
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Dion. The Sentence of Apollo, thus ſeal'd up, 
By his own great Divine, will clear Hermione, 
Or make her Crime ſuddenly ruſh to Knowledge. 
The Court is ſfummon'd. —Gracious be the Iſſue ! 


[ Exeunt. 
S'CE.N EM. 4 
Enter Hermione. 


Kind Heav'n at length has heard my Pray'rs! this Day, 


. The laſt of Miſery, abſolves my Fame 


From the imputed Guilt that long has ſtain'd it ; 

Or ſeals my Death. The Grave will hide my Sorrows. 
And ſhou'd injurious Calumny ſtill fix 

The Brand of Infamy yet deeper on me, 

The equal Gods, they who pervade our Souls, 


And ſee not with the Eyes of partial Man, 
Will ſure acquit me, and reward my Sufferings. 


Enter Paulina. 


Now, good Paulina, where are theſe ſtern Judges ? 

Conduct me, Friend, lead me to their Tribunal, _— 

My Heart is conſcious of its own Integrity : 

And I dare meet the Malice of my Foes, 

Altho* diſguis'd in all the awful Pomp, X 

And ſhew of Juſtice, to appear more terrible. 
Paul. I am not prone to weeping, as our Sex 

Commonly are, therefore my Heart, ſurcharg'd, 


Feels with more Poinancy your cruel Wrongs. 
Shall Majeſty be made the Gazer's Mock? 
Be treated with Contempt ?—arraign'd, adjudg'd, 


And cenſur'd, or acquitted by the Tongues 
Of the preſuming Vulgar? —— Why has Cuſtom 


Subjected thus, poor, weak, defenceleſs Woman? 

Made her a Slave to thoſe imperious Lords, 

Who claim it, as their Birthright, to be Tyrants ? 
TY = Herm. 
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Herm. r ang —As —— poſſeſs d 
My Soul in Patience, tho' ill Planets reign'd — 
But now, methinks, the Heav'ns begin to look 
With Aſpects leſs malign. Paſs but ſome — 
My Reputation that has long been ſullied, 
Will like the Sun, emerging from a Cloud, | 
Strike ev'ry Eye with its own native Splendour. 
Paul. Here's ſuch ado withthe King's dang” rousLunes!-- 
Muſt Honeſty, and Honour be lock'd up, | 
Whilſt Affectation of pretended Virtue, 
With its bold Front, ftalks proudly thro? the World! ? 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What doſt thou then in Prifon? 
Herm. O Paulina 
My only Friend, and Refuge in AMiction, 
Let me unlade my Boſom.—Tho? for Years, 1 
Within theſe ragged Walls, whoſe darkſome rounds 
Admit no Cheerfulneſs, I've been immur d, 
And by the Help of all- ſuſtaining Heav'n, 
Have bow'd my Mind, and taught it Reſignation; 
= as a Mother, I have felt, 2 Hour, = 
he yearning P ſympathiſing Nature. 
My Babe, — 2 from Ay Womb was free'd, 
But was held out to Murder !—For myſelf, 
Proclaim'd a Strumpet, with immodeſt Hatred, 
That I forgive. But O, my innocent Child, 
| Barbarity itſelf wou'd ſure have pitied thee ! 
Paul. Alas, poor Infant !—Lady, weep no more. 
Perhaps ſome powerful Spirit has inſtructed 
The Kites and Ravens to become its Nurſes. 
Tis ſaid that Beaſts of Prey, fierce Wolves and Bears, f 
(Cafting, thro' Inſtinct, Savageneſs afide,) 
Have done, ere now, like Offices of Pity. 
Herm. The interpoſing Hand of gracious Heav'n 
Was nCeer exerted in a worthier Caule. 
But wherefore do I flatter thus my Sorrows ? 


Who can revive the Dead ?—And yet tis kind, * 
is 


The WINTERS FALE 17 
"Tis Friendſhip moſt exalted, my Paulina, 
To ſhare the Suff” rings of thy Miſtreſs thus: 
Thy Loyalty to me has been thy Ruin. 
O fatal Wretch ! whoſe Mis'ries, like Infection, 
Spreading around, taint all that dare approach thee. 

Paul. Let me behold your injur'd Honour clear'd, 
As it muſt be, if Fanes and Prięſts don't lie, 
And Fl no more bewail my widowed Bed; 
Bur, unrepining, bear the Load of Woe. 
Thar Heav'n allots me, as my Portion here. 
Enter Goaler. 
Goal. Pardon me, Madam, for this forc'd Intruſion, 
If J had dar'd to diſobey this Mandate, [Shewing a Paper. 
My forfeit Head muſt have atton'd th* Offence. 
I am commanded to conduct your Highneſs 
Where our aſſembled Lords in Council ſit, 
Whoſe Suffrage muſt acquit, or elſe condemn you. 
Herm. 1 go, prepar d. No coward Tremblings riſe, 
With their alarming Fears, to ſhake my Boſom ; 

Within me all is calm. —Impulſe divine 
Whoſe firm aſſurance (as if Fove had ſpoke, 
Himſelf reclining from yond Empyrean) 
Informs me, my Deliv'rance is at hand. 
Hail, holy Hope — Offspring of Heav'n itſelf; 
To thee alone tis giv'n to cheer the Mourner, 

And tell the wretched, they may yet be happy. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE repreſents a Court of Fuſtice. Leontes, 
Lords, and Officers appear properly ſeated. 

Leon. This Seſſion, (to our great Grief, we pronounce) 
Ev'n puſhes *gainſt our Heart. The Party try'd, 
The Daughter of a mighty King, our Wife, 
And one, who once was of us ſo belov'd, 
Our very Being was bound up with her : 
Which we have worn, ſince her Revolt from Virtue, 
Like thoſe who linger out a tedious Life | 
In waſting Torments.—Let us then be clear'd 
Of being t tyrannous, ſince we fo openly 


Procdld 
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Proceed in Juſtice, which ſhall have due Courſe, 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation. 
Produce the Priſoner. 
Officer. It is his Highneſs' Pleaſure, that the Queen 
Appear in Perſon here in Court. Silence 4 
{Hermione is brought in, guarded; Paulina and 9 
Ladies attending. BY 
Leon. Read the Indictment. | 1 
Officer. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, 
King of Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned 
. of High Treaſon, in committing Adultery with Po- 
| lixenes, King of Bithynia, and conſpiring with Ca-. 
millo to take away the Life of our Sovereign Lord 
the King, thy Royal Huſband ; the Pretence where- 
ef being, by Circumſtances, partly laid open, thou 
Hermione, contrary to the Faith and Allegiance of 
a true Subject, didſt counſel and aid them for their 
better Safety, to fly away by Night. 
5 Since what I am to ſay, — be but that 
Which only contradicts my Accuſation; 
The Teſtimony on my Part, no other 
But what comes from myſelf, it ſhall ſcarce boot n me 
To ſay, not guilty : mine Integrity 
Being counted Falſhood, ſhall, as I expreſs i it, 
Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if Pomers divine 
Behold our human Actions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but Innocence ſhall make 
Falſe Accuſation bluſh, and Tyranny 
Tremble at Patience. You, my Lord, beſt know, 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do ſo, my paſt Life 
Hath been as continent, as chaſte, and true, 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than Hiſtory can pattern, tho? devis'd | 
And play'd to take Spectators. . For behold me 
A Fellow of the royal Bed, which owe 
A Moiety of the Throne: a great King's Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here ſtanding 
Jo prate and talk for Life and Honour, fore 
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Who pleaſe to come and hear. For Life, I prize it 


As I weigh Grief, which I would ſpare : for Honour, 


»Tis a Derivative from me to mine, 


And only that I ſtand for. I appeal 

To your own Conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your Grace, 
How merited to be ſo; ſince he came, 

With what Encounter ſo uncurrant-I 

Have ftrain'd t* appear thus; if one Jot beyond 
The Bounds of Honour, or in Act or Will 
That way inclining, hardened be the Hearts 


Of all that hear me and my near'ſt of Kin 


Cry fie upon my Grave. 
Leon. I neer heard yet 
That any of thoſe bolder Vices wanted 
Leſs Impudence to gainſay what they did, 
Than to perform it firſt. 
Herm. That's true enough, 
Tho' *tis a Saying, Sir, not due to me. 
Leon. You will not own 1t. 


Herm. More than Miſtreſs of 


What comes to me in name of Fault, I muſt not 


At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confeſs 
I lov'd him, as in Honour he requir'd ; 


With ſuch a kind of Love, as might become. 


A Lady like me, with a Love, even ſuch, 


So, and no other, as yourſelf commanded ; 


Which not to *ve done, I think had been in me - 
Both Diſobedience and Ingratitude 
Toyou, andtow'rdsyour Friend; whoſe Love had ſpoke, 
Even ſince it cauld ſpeak, from an Infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Conſpiracy, 
I know not how it taſtes, tho? it be diſh'd 
For me to try how; all I know of it, 
Is, that Camillo was an honeſt Man; 
And why he * Court, the Gods themſelves, 

D 2 wn 
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Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 
Leon. You knew of his Departure, as you know 
What then you undertook to do in's Abſence. 
Herm. You ſpeak a b | that I underſtand not; 
My Lite ſtands in the Level o your Dreams, 
Which Pl lay down. 
Leon. Your Actions are my Dreams. 
As you were paſt all Shame, ſo paſt all Truth ; 
And therefore, in the Courſe of this our] uſtice, 
Look for no leſs than Death. 
Herm. Sir, ſpare your Threats; 
The Bug, which you would fright me with, Meek : 
To me can Life be no Commodity. 
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your F avour, 
J long have loſt, but know not how it went. 
My ſecond Joy, my Son, I from his Preſence = 
Am barr'd like one infectious. My third Comfort, 1 
Starr'd moſt unluckily, was from my Breaſt 1 
(The innocent Milk in its moſt innocent Mouth,) 
Unnaturally pluck'd, and doom'd to Slaughter. 
Tell me what Bleſſings then have I alive, 
That I ſhould fear to die? Therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; no Life, 
J prize it not a Straw, but for mine Honour, 
Which I would free: if I ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon Surmiſes, all Proofs fleeping elſe, 
But what your Jealouſies awake, I tell you 
*Tis Rigour and not Law. Your Honours all, 
J do refer me to the Oracle: 5 
7 be my Judge. 


Enter Dion and Cleomines. | 4 


= at This your Requeſt | \ 
Is altogether juſt ; therefore bring forth, E 
And in Apollo's Name, his Oracle. 

Herm. You know my Father was a mighty g 
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Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughter's Tryal; that he did but ſee 
The Flatneſs of my Miſery; yet with Eyes 
Of Pity, not Revenge | 
Officer. You here ſhall ſwear upon the Sword of Juſtice, 
That you, Cleomines, and Dion, have 
Been both at Delpbos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's Prieſt ; and that ſince then 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 
Cleom. All this we ſwear. 
Leon. Break up the Seals, and _—_ | 
Officer. Hermione is chaſte, Polixenes blameleſs, Ca- 
millo à true Subjects, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, his 
innocent Babe truly begotten, and the King ſhall live 
without an Heir, if that which is loſt be not found. 
Lords. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. 
Herm. Praiſed ! | 
What grateful Sacrifice, ye righteous Powers, 
Shall my full Heart pour forth ? This Truth reveal'd 
Is ample Recompence for all my Suff*r n 
Leon. Haſt thou read Truth? 
Officer. Ev'n as tis here ſet down. 
Leon. There is no Truth at all ? th* Oracle; 
The Seſſion ſhall proceed; this is mere Falſhood. 
Herm. Cruel Leontes, wherefore do you labour 
Againſt the Evidence of Gods and Men, 
To make me guilty ? — Think what I've endur'd, 
Excluded the domeſtic Joys of Life, 
My Huſband, and my Children! - Wounded thus, 
Evnn in the tencreſt Part, if I complain'd, 
Tas but to Heav*n, and to my Priſon-Walls. 
My mighty Sorrows never reach'd your Ears.— 


Enter Servant. 
; Serv. My Lord the Kiag⸗ the King. 


Leon, 
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Leon. What is the Buſineſs? 
Serv. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your Son, with mere Conceit and Fear 
Of the Queen's Speed is gone. 
Leon. How gone? | 
Serv. Is dead. 
Leon. Apollo's angry, and the Heav'ns themſelves 
Do ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How now there? 
[Hermione faints. 
Paul. This News is mortal to the Queen : look down 


And ſee what Death is doing. 


Leon. Take her hence, 
Her Heart is but o'er-charg'd ; ſhe will recover. 
[ Exeunt Hermione, Paulina, and Ladies, 


I have too much believ*d mine own Suſpicion : 


Beſeech you tenderly apply to her 

Some Remedies for Life. Apollo, pardon 

My great Profaneneſs *gainft thine Oracle. 

Pll reconcile me to Polixenes, 

New woo my Queen, recall the good Camillo, 
(Whom I proclaim a Man of Truth, of Mercy,) 
For being tranſported by my Jealouſies 

To bloody Thoughts, and to Revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the Miniſter, to poiſon 

My Friend Polixenes; which had been done, 


But that the good Mind of Camillo tardied 


My ſwift Command. How does his Virtue gliſter 


Thro' my dark Ruſt! and how his Piety 
Does my Deeds make the blacker 


Enter Paulina. 


Paul. Woe the while: | 
O cut my Lace, leſt my — a! 1 
Break too. 
Acid. What Fit is this, 8 Lady ? 
Paul. What ſtudied Torments, Tyrant, haſt for me? 
What 
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What Wheels? Racks? Fires? what t — 


burning 
In Leads or Oils ? what old or newer T orture 


Muſt I receive? whoſe every Word deſerves 


To taſte of thy moſt worſt. Thy Tyranny 
Together working with thy Jealouſies, 
Fancies too weak for Boys, too green and idle 
For Girls of nine! O think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ſtark mad; for all 
Thy bygone Fooleries were but Spices of 16; 
That thou betray*dſt Polixenes, *twas nothing, 
That did but ſhew thee, of a Soul inconſtant, 
Wav'ring and moſt ingrateful. 

Acid. What means this Exclamation ? 

Paul. Nor was't much, | 1 
Thou would'ſt have oiſon? d good Camillo's Honour, 


. To have him kill a King: poor Treſpaſſes, 


More monſtrous ftanding by; whereof I reckon 
The cafling forth to Crows thy Baby Daughter, 
To be, or none, or little. —But the laſt, 


7 When I have ſaid, cry woe, the Queen, the Queen, 


The ſweeteſt, deareſt Creature's dead; and Vengeance fort 
Not dropt down yet. 
Roge. The higher Powers forbid! 2200 (Oath 
Paul. I ſay ſhe's dead: I'Il ſwear't: if Word, nor 
Prevail not, go and ſee : if you can bring 
Tincture, or Luſtre in her Lip, her Eye, 
Heat outwardly, or Breath within, I'll ſerve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant! 
D6 not repent theſe things; for they are heavier 
Than all thy Woes can ſtir : therefore betake thee 


JI To nothing but Deſpair. A thouſand Knees, | 


Ten thouſand Years together, naked, faſting, 


VU pon a barren Mountain, and till Winter 
In Storm perpetual, could not move the Gods 


To look that Way thou wert. 
Zeon. Go on, go on: 
| Thou 
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Thou can' ſt not ſpeak too much; I have defery'd | 
All Tongues to talk their birtereſt. 2 8 

Acid. Say no more; | | 
Howe'er the Bufineſs' goes, you have made Fault i 
P th* Boldneſs of your Speech. 

Paul. I am ſorry for't. « ge 
All Faults I make, when I ſhall come to K 0 w f rem, 
I do repent: alas, I've ſhew'd too much 5 
The Raſhneſs of a Woman; he is touch'd 
To th' noble Heart. What's gone, and what's paſt help, 
Shou'd be paſt Grief. Do not receive Afffictioon 
At my Petition, I beſeech you; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ſhou'd forget. Now, good my . 
Sir, royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh Woman; | 
The Love ] bore your Queen Lo, Fool again! — 
Pl ſpeak of her no more, nor of your Children : | 
PII not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loſt too. Take you your Patienice to you, | 
And PlI ſay nothing. Fg | 

Leon Thou didſt ſpeak but well, 

When moſt the Truth; which Freceive much bette: 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me 
To the dead Bodies'of my Queen and 8 
One Grave ſhall be for both. Upon them ſhall 
The Cauſes of their Death appear unto 

Our Shame perpetual; once a Day Pl} viſit | 
The Chapel where they lye, and Tears, ſhed there, 
Shall be my Recreation. | 

As long as Nature will itſelf ſuſtain, 

That cruel Heart Ill exerciſe in Woe, 


From whoſe fell Dictates all — 1 ries flow. 
[ Exeunt. 


De End of the Second Act. 
ACT 
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Scene, The Court of Bithynia. 
Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 


Polix. I Pray thee, good Camillo, be no more impor- 

I tunate; tis a Sickneſs denying thee any thing, 
a Dearth to grant this. 

Cam It is fifteen Years ſince I ſaw my Country; 
though Thave for the moſt part been aired abroad, I 
deſire to ay my Bones there. Beſides, the penitent 
King, my Maſter, hath ſent for me; to whoſe feelin 
Sorrows I might be ſome Allay, or I o'erween to thin 
ſo, which is another Spur to my Departure. 

Palix. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the 
reſt of thy Services by leaving me now; the need I 
have of thee, thine own Goodneſs hath made: better 

not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou 
having made me Buſineſſes, which none, without thee, 
can ſufficiently manage, muſt either ſtay to execute 
them thyſelf, or take away with thee the very Services 
thou haſt done ; which if I have not enough conſidered, 
(as too much I cannot,) to be more thankful to thee 
ſhall be my Study. Of that fatal Country Sicilia, 
pr'ythee, ſpeak no more; whoſe very Name puniſhes 
me with the Remembrance of that Penitent, as thou 
.call'ſt him, and reconciled King my Brother, whoſe 
Loſs of his moſt precious Queen and Children, are 


even now to be afreſh lamented. Say to me, when 
oF | ſaw'ſt 
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faw'ſt thou the Prince Florizel my Son ? Kings are no 
leſs unhappy, their Iſſue not being gracious, than they 


are in loſing them, when they have approved their 


Virtues. 
Camil. Sir, it is had Days ſince I faw the Prince ; 
what his happier Affairs may be, are to me unknown: 


but I have noted, he is of late much retired from Court, 
and is leſs frequent to his princely Exerciſes than for- 


merly he hath appear'd. 

Polix. I have conſidered ſo much, Camillo, and with 
ſome Care ſo far, that I have Eyes under my Service, 
which look up his Removedneſs; from whom I have 

this Intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the Houſe of 
a moſt homely Shepherd; a Man, they ſay, that from 


very nothing, and beyond the Imagination of his Neigh- 


bours, is grown into an unſpeakable Eſtate. 


Camil. J have heard, Sir, of ſuch a Man, who hath 


a Daughter of moſt rare Note; the Report of her is 


extended more than can be thought to begin from ſuch 


a Cottage. 
Polix. That's likewiſe a Part of my Intelliceace; ; 


and, I fear, the Engle that plucks our Son thither. 


Thou ſhalt accompany us to the Place, where we will 
(not appearing what we are) have ſome Queſtion with 
the Shepherd ; from whoſe Simplicity, I think it not 
uneaſy to get the Cauſe of my Son's Reſort thither. 


Pr'ythee, be my preſent Partner in this Buſineſs, and | 


lay aſide the Thoughts of Sicilia. 
Camil. 1 willingly obey your Command. 
Polix. _ beſt Camillo We muſt diſguiſe ourſelves. 


[ Exeunt. | 


SCENE 
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8 C 1 N E changes to the Country. 
Enter Autolicus ſinging. 


When Daffadils begin to pere, 
With heigh ! the Doxy over the Dale, 
, then comes in the Sweet o th Year, 
* Fore the red Blood reins-in the Winter Pale. 


The white Sheet bleaching on the Hake, | 
With, hey! the fiveet Birds, O how they fing 

Doth ſet my progging Tooth on edge : 
For a Quart of Ale is a Diſh for a King. 

The Lark that tirra- -hra chaunts | | 
With, bey] with, hey ! the Thruſh and the Jay: ] 

Are Summer Songs for me and my Aunts, =_ 
FH hile we lye tumbling in the Hay. 


I have ſerv'd Prince Hlorizel, and in my time wore 
| three-pile, but now I am out of Service. 


But fhall I go mourn for that, my Dear? 
The pale Moon ſhines by Night : 

And when I wander here and there, 
T then do go moſt right. 


If Tinkers may have Leave to live, 
And bear the Sow-ſkin Budget; 

Then my Account I well may give, 
And in the Stocks avouch it. 


My Traffick is Sheets ; when the Kite builds, * to 
leſſer Linen. My Father named me Autolicus, being 
litter'd under Mercury; who, as I am, was likewiſe a 


Snapper-u p of unconſider'd Trifles: with Die and 
E * Drab, 
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Drab, I purchas'd this Capariſon, and my Revenue is 
the filly Cheat Gallows, and knock, are too powerful 
on the Highway; Beating and Hanging are Terrors to 
me : for the Life tõ come, I ſleep out the Thought of 
it. —A Prize! a Prize! 


Enter Clown. 


Clown. Let me ſee, —every eleven Weather Tods, 
every Tod yields Pound and odd Shilling ; fifteen - 


hundred ſhorn, what comes the Wool to? 


Aatol. If the Sprindge hold, the Cock's mine.— 
jj 8 Ade. 
Clown. I cannot do't without Compters. Let me 
ſee, what am I to buy for our Sheep-ſhearing Feaſt, 
three Pound of Sugar, five Pound of Currants, Rice— 
what will this Siſter of mine do with Rice ?—Siſter— 
why do I call her Siſter ?—My Father found her in 
the Wood : but ſhe brought good Luck to us. I re- 
member ſhe had a bearing Cloth fit for a Squire's Child. 
She was ſome Scape ; tho? neither of us are bookiſh, 
we cou'd read Waiting-Gentlewoman in the Scape. 
She was ſome Stair-work, ſome Trunk-work, ſome 
Behind-door-work. Then the Gold that was wrapt 
up in the Mantle! we thought it Fairy-gold, but it 
has made us happy Mortals ever ſince. — Well my 
Father has made her Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, and ſhe 
lays it on. She hath made me four and twenty Noſe- 
gays for the Shearers; three Man- ſongmen all, and very 
good ones, but they are moſt of them Means and Baſes; 


but one Puritan among them, and he ſings Pſalms to 


Horn-Pipes. I muſt have Saffron to colour the War- 
den Pies, Mace Dates none that's out of my Note: 
Nutmegs, ſeven; a Race or two of Ginger, but that 
I may beg; four Pound of Prunes, and as many Rai- 
fins O' th? Sun. 55 

Autol. 
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Autol. Oh, that ever I was born! 

[ Groveling on the Ground. 

Clown. I' th Nome: of me 

Autol. Oh, help me, help me : pluck but off theſe 
Rags, and then Death, Death 

Clown. Alack, poor Soul, thou haſt need of more 
Rags to lay on thee, rather than have theſe off. 

Autol. Gh, Sir, the Loathſomneſs of them offends 
me, more than the Stripes I have receiv'd, which are 
mighty ones and millions. 

Clotn. Alas, poor Man! a million of Beating may 
come to a great Matter. 

Autel. I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my Money 

and Apparet ta'en from me, and theſe deteſtable things 
put upon me. 

Clown. What, by a Horſeman, or a Footman? 

Autol. A Footman, ſweet Sir, a Footman. 

Clown. Indeed, he ſhou'd be a Footman, by the 
Garments he has left with thee; if this be a Horſe- 
man's Coat, it hath ſeen very hot Service. Lend me 
thy Hand, F'll help thee. Come, lend me thy Hand. 

| Helping bim up. 

Autol. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, Oh! 

Clown. Alas, poor Soul. 

Autol. O good Sir, ſoftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, my 
Shoulder-Blade is out. 

Clown. How now ? can'ſt ſtand ? 

Autol. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, ſoftly ; you ha- 
done me a charitable Office. 

Clown. Doſt lack any Money ? I have a little Mo- 
ney for thee. 

Autol. No, good ſweet Sir; no, I beſeech you, Sir; 
J have a Kinſman not paſt three Quarters of a Mile 
hence, unto whom I was going; I ſhall there have 
Money, or any thing I want : offer me no Money, I 

pray you; that kills my Heart. 
: Clown, 


* 
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_ Clown. What manner of Fellow was he that robd'd 

ou? 

Autol. A F ellow, Sir, that I have known to go 
about with Trol-my-dames : I knew him once a Servant 
of the Prince; I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of 
his Virtues it was, wo he was certainly ape out of 
tic Court. 

-« Clown. His Mobs you would fay 3 there's no Vir- 
tue whipp'd out of the Court; they cheriſh it to make 
it ſtay there, and yet it will no more but abide. 

Autol. Vices I would ſay, Sir. I know this Man 


well ; he hath been ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Pro- 


ceſs-ſerver, a Bailiff ; then he compaſs'd a Motion of 
the prodigal Son, and married a Tinker's Wife within 
a Mile where my Land and Living lies; and having 
flown over many knaviſh Profeſſions, he ſettled only 
in a Rogue ; ſome call him Autolicus. 

- Clawn.: Out upon him, Prig ! for my Life, Prig ;— 

he haunts Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baitings. 


© Autol. Very true, Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the Rogue 3 


that put me into this Apparel. [ Picks his Pocket. 
Clown. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bithynia ; 
if you had but look d big, _ ſpit at him, he'd have 
run. 
Autol. I muſt confeſs to you, Sir, I am no Fighter ; ; 
I am falſe of Heart that way, and no he knew, I 
warrant him. | 
Clown. How do you now? 
Autol. Sweet Sir, much WI than 15 was; I can 


ſtand, and walk; I will even take my leave of you, 


and pace ſoftly towards my Kinſman's. 

Clown. Shall J bring thee on thy Way. 

Autol. No, good- fac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. 

Clown. Then, farewell, I muſt 80 to buy Spices for 
our Sheep- ſhearing. Exit. 
Autol. Proſper you, FRO Sir! your Purſe is not 
hot enough to purchaſe your Spice, I'Il be with you 
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at your Sheep-ſhearing too: If I make not this Cheat 
bring out another, and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me 
be unroll'd, and my Name put intothe Book of Virtue! 


S 0 Ge 


Jog on, jog on, the foot- path Way, 

Aud merrily bent the Stile -a. 

A merry Heart goes all the Day, 
Your ſad tires in a Mile—a. | [ Exit. 


S CE NE, The Proſpect of a Shepherd's Cotte. 
Enter Florizel and Perdita. 


Flori. Theſe your unuſual Weeds to each part of you 
Do give a Life: no Shepherdeſs, but Flora 
Peering in April's Front. This your Sheep-ſhearing 
Is as a Meeting of the petty Gods, | 
And you the Queen ont. 
Perd. Sir, my gracious Lord, | 
To chide at your Extreams it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon, that I name them : your high ſelf, 
The gracious Mark of th* Land, you have obſcur'd 
With a Swain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly Maid, 
Moſt Goddeſs-like prank*d up. But that our Feaſts 
In every Meſs have Folly, and the Feeders 
Digeſt it with a Cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 
To ſee you ſo attir'd. 3535 
Flori. ] bleſs the Time, | 
When my good Falcon made her Flight acroſs 
Thy Father's Ground. . | 
Perd. Now Fove afford you Cauſe ! 
To me the Difference forges Dread ; (your Greatneſs 
Hath not been us'd to Fear ;) even now I tremble 
To think, your Father, by ſome Accident 
1 | Shou'd 
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Shou d paſs this Way, as you did: oh, the Fates! 
How would he look, to fe his Work, fo noble, 
Vildly bound up what would he ſay ! or how 
Should I in theſe my borrowed Flaunts behold 
The Sternneſs of his Preſence ? 
Flori. Apprehend 
Nothing but Jollity : the Gods themſelves, 
Humbling their Deities to Love, have taken 
The Shapes of Beaſts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated ; and the Fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble Swain, 
As I ſeem now. Their Transformations 
Were never for a Piece of Beauty rarer, 
Nor in a Way ſo chaſte: ſince my Deſires 
Run not before mine Honour; nor my Luſts 
Burn hotter than my Faith. 
Perd. O, but, dear Sir, | 
' Your Reſolution cannot hold, when tis 
Oppos d, as it muſt be, by th! Power o' th' King. 
One of theſe two mi be Neceſſities, 
Whichthen will ſpeak, that you muſtchangethis Purpoſe, 
Or I my Life. | 
Flori. Thou deareſt ogy 
With theſe forc'd Thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken not 
The Mirth o th* Feaſt ; or Pl] be thine, my F air, 
Or not my Father's. For I cannot be | 58 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am moſt conſtant 
Tho! Deſtiny ſay no. Be merry, (Gentle) 
Strangle ſuch Thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your Gueſts are coming: 
Lift up your Countenance, as twere the Day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come. 
Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious | 
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Enter Sued Clown, Mopſa, Bebe Servants ; 
with Polixenes and Camillo di/zuis'd. 


Flori. See, your Gueſts approach; 
Addreſs yourſelf to entertain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red with Mirth. 

Shep. Fie, Daughter ; when my old Wife liv'd, upon 
This Day ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, 
Both Paine and Servant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would ſing her Song, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper End o' th* Table, now i' thi Middle : 
On his Shoulder, and his; her Face o'fire 
With Labour; and the Thing ſhe took to quench it 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The Hoſteſs of the Meeting : pray you, bid 
Theſe unknown Friends to's welcome, for it is 
A Way to make us better Friends, more known. 


Come, quench your Bluſhes, and preſent yourſelf 


3 


That which you are, Miſtreſs o' th* Feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheepſhearing, 
As your good Flock ſhall proſper. 

Perd. Sirs, welcome. [To Polix. and Camil. 
lt is my Father's Will, I ſhould take on me 
The Hoſteſsſnip o' th* Day; you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thoſe Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's Roſemary and Rue, theſe keep 
Seeming and Savour all the Winter long: 
Grace and Rembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing 7 

Polix. Shepherdeſs, > 
(A fair one are you,) well you fit our Ages 


With Flowers of Winter. 


Perd. Sir, the Year growing ancient, 
Not yet on Summer's Death, nor on the Birth 
Of trembling Winter, the fair eſt Flowers o th' Seaſon 
F Are 
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Are our Carnations, and ſtreak'd Gilly-flowers, 
Which ſome call Nature's Baſtards : of that kind 
Our ruſtick Garden's barren, and I care not 
To get Slips of them. 
Polix. Wherefore, gentle Maiden, 
Do you neglect them? 
Perd. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an Art, which in their 'Piedeneſs ſhares 
With great creating Nature. 
Polix. Say there be, 
Yet Nature is made better by no Mean, 
But Nature makes that Mean; ſo o'er that Art, 
Which, you ſay, adds to Nature, is an Art 
That Nature makes; you ſee, ſweet Maid, we marry 
A gentle Scyon to the wildeſt Stock ; 
And make conceive a Bark of baſer kind 
By Bud of nobler Race. This is an Art, 
Which does mend Nature, change it rather; but 
The Art itſelf is Nature. 
Perd. So it is. 
Polix. Then make your 8 rich in Gilly-flowers, 
And do not call them Baſtards. 
Perd. Pl not put 
The Dibble in Earth, to ſet one Slip of them : 
No more than, were painted, I would wiſh 
This Youth ſhould ſay, *twere well; and only therefore 
Deſire to breed by me.—Here's F lowers for you; 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savoury, Marjoram, 
The Mary- gold, that goes to bed with th' Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping: theſe are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and, I think, they are given 
To Men of middle Age. V are very welcome. 


Camil. ] ſhould leave grazing, were I of your Flock, 
And only live by gazing. 


Perd. Out, alas! J 
You'd be ſo lean, that Blaſts of January Friend: 
Wou'd blow you through a and = OUS N o, my faireſt 


1 would 
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I would I had ſome Flowers o' th* Spring, that might 
Become your Time of Day. O Proferpina, | 
For the Flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Diſss Waggon! Daffadils, Z 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take _ 
The Winds of March with Beauty; Violets dim, 
But ſweeter than the Lids of 7uno's Eyes, 
Or Cytherea's Breath; pale Primroſes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phæbus in his Strength. Bold Oxſlips, and 
> The Crown imperial ; Lillies of all kinds, 
The Flower-de-lis being one. O, theſe I lack 
LI o make you Garlands of, and my ſweet Friend, 
To ſ{trew him o'er and o'er. 1 

Flori. What, like a Coarſe? 

Perd. No, like a Bank, for Love to lie and play on; 
Not like a Coarſe; or if, - not to be buried 
But quick, and in mine Arms. Come, take your Flowers; 
Methinks, I play as I have ſeen them do 
In Ybitſon Paſtorals : ſure, this Robe of mine 
Does change my Diſpoſition, 

Flori. What you do, | 
Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, (Sweet) 
I'd have you do it ever; when you ſing, 
| I'd have you buy and fell ſo; ſo, give Alms; 
Pray, fo; and for the ord'ring your Affairs, 
Io ſing them too. When you do dance, I wiſh you 
A Wave o' th' Sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move ſtill, ſtill ſo, 
And own no other Function. Each your doing, 
So ſingular in each Particular, LY. 
Crowns what you're doing in the preſent Deeds, 
That all your Acts are Queens. f 

Perd. O Doricles, | | | 
Your Praiſes are too large; but that your Youth 
And the true Blood, which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtain'd Shepherd; 

F 2 With 
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With Wiſdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo'd me the falſe way 

. Flori. I think, you have | 
As little Skill to fear, as I have Purpoſe 
To put you to't. But, come; our Dance, I pray; 
Your Hand, my Perdita; fo Turtles pair, 

That never mean to Part. 

Perd. I'Il (wear for 'em. 

Polix. This is the prettieſt low-born Laſs, that ever 
Ran on the Green- ſord; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herlel, 

Too noble for this Place. 

Camil. He tells her ſomething 
That makes her Blood look out: good ſooth, Gi is 
The Queen of Curds and Cream. 

Clown. Come on, ſtrike up. 

Dorcas. Mopſa muſt be your Miſtreſs ; TE Gar- 
lick to mend her kiſſing with 

Mopſa. Now, in good Time 
Not a Word, a Word ; we ſtand upon our Manners ; ; 
come, ſtrike up. 

Here a Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 

Polix. Pray, good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this, 
Who dances with your Daughter ? 

Shep. They call him nn and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy breeding; but J have it 
Upon his own Report, L believe its 
He looks like ſooth ; he ſays, he loves my Daughter, 
J think ſo too; for never gaz d the Moon 
Upon the Water, as he'Il ſtand and read, 

As *twere, my Daughter's Eyes: and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a Kiſs to chaſe 
Who loves another beſt. 

Polix. She dances featly. 

Shep. So ſhe does any thing, tho' I report it 
That ſhould be ſilent; if young Doricles | 
Do 
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Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring Was that 
Which he not dreams of. 


Enter Servant. | 


Serv. O Maſter, if you did but hear the Pedlar at the 
Door, you would never dance again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not move you; he ſings 
ſeveral Tunes faſter than you'll tell Money ; he utters 
them as he had eaten Ballads, and all Men's Ears grew 
to his Tunes. | 

Clown. He could never come better; he ſhall come 
in ; I love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful 
Matter merrily ſet down; or a very pleaſant thing in- 
deed, and ſung lamentably. | 

Serv. He hath Songs for Man, or Woman, of all 
ſizes ; no Milliner can ſo fit his Cuſtomers with Gloves; 
he has the prettieſt Love-ſongs for Maids— 

Polix. This is a brave Fellow. 

Clown. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an NPE 
conceited Fellow ; has he any unbraided Wares ? 

Serv. He hath Ribbons of all the Colours i' th? 
Rainbow; Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bi- 
thynia can learnedly handle, tho* they come to him by 
the Groſs; Inkles, Caddiſſes, Cambricks, Lawns ; 
why, he ſings them over, as they were Gods and God- 


deſſes; you would think a Smock were a She-angel, 


he ſo chants to the Sleeve-hand, and the Work — 
the Square on't. 

Clown. Pr'ythee bring him in; and let him approach, 
finging. 

Perd. Forewarn him, that he uſe no found Words 
in's Tunes. 


Clown. You i theſe Pedlars that have more in 


them than you'd think, Siſter. 


Perd. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think. 
Enter 
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Enter Autolicus fnging. 


Lawn as white as driven Snow, 
Cyprus black as &er was Crom; 
Gloves as ſtweet as damaſk Roſes, IP *M 
Maſks for Faces and for Naſes , : i 
\ Bugle Bracelets, Neck-lace Amber, | E 
Der fume for a Lady's Chamber: A 
' Golden 2uoifs, and Stomachers, $46 1 
For my Lads to give their Dears: „ 
Pint, and Poaking-ſticks of Steel, wy H 
hat Maids lack from Head to Heel 1 
Came buy of me, come: come buy, come ue buy, „ 
Come buy, Cc. 59 . | 7 
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| Clown. If I were not in love with Mapſa, thou 
ſhould'ſt take no Money of me; but being enthrall'd 
as I am, it will alſo be the Bondage of certain Ribbons 
and Gloves. 

Mopſa. I was promis'd 1 againſt the Feaſt, but 
be come not too late now. 

Dorcas. He hath ERS you more than e 

there be Lyars. ˖ t® 

Mopſa. He hath paid you all he promise you: may 
"ep he has paid you more; which will ſhame you to 
give him again. 

Clown. Is there no — left: among Maids | ? Will 
they wear their Plackets, where they ſhould bear their 
Faces ? Is there not milking time, when you are going 
to bed, or Kill-hole, to whiſtle of theſe Secrets, but 
you muſt be tittle-tatling before all our Gueſts ? *Tis 
well, they are whiſpering : clamour your Tongues, and 
not a Word more. 

Mopſa. I have done: come, you promis'd me a taw- 
dry Lace, and a Pair of ſweet Gloves. | 
BY - Clown. 
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Clown. Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by 
the Way, and loſt all my Money ? - 

Autol. And, indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, 
therefore it behoves Men to be wary. 

Clown. Fear not thou, Man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing 
here. 

Autol. J hope ſo, Sir, for I have about me many 
Parcels of Charge. 

Clown. What haſt here ? Ballads ? 

Mopſa. Pray now, buy ſome; I love a Ballad in 
Print, or a Life; for then we are ſure they are true. 

Autol. Here's one to a very doleful Tune, how a 
Uſurer's Wife was brought to bed with twenty Money- 
bags at a Burthen ; and how ſhe long dt to eat Adders 
Heads, and Toads carbonado'd. 

Mopſa. Is it true, think you? 

Autol. Very true, and — a Month old. 

Dorcas. Bleſs me from marrying a Ulſurer ! | 

Autol. Here's the Midwife's name to it, one Miſtreſs 
Tale- porter, and five or ſix honeſt Wives that were 
preſent. Why ſhould I carry Lies abroad? 

Mopſa. Pray you now, buy it. 

Clown. Come on, lay it by; and let's firſt * more 
Ballads; we'll buy the other Things anon. 

Autol. Here's another Ballad, of a Fiſh that appear d 
upon the Coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, 
forty thouſand Fathom above Water, and ſung this 
Ballad againſt the hard Hearts of Maids; it was 
thought, ſhe was a Woman, and was turn'd into a 
cold Fiſh, for ſhe would not exchange Fleſh with one 
that lov'd her: the Ballad is very pitiful, and as true. 

Dorcas. Is it true too; think you? 

Autol. Five Juſtices Hands at it; and Witneſſes, r more 
than my Pack will hold. 

Clown. Lay it by too: another. — 


Autol. This is a merry Ballad, but a very pretty 
one. 5 


Mop. a. 
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Mopſe. Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Autol. Why, this is a paſſing merry one, and goes 
to the Tune of two Maids wooing a Man; there's 
ſcarce a Maid weſtward, but ſhe erg it: tis in re- 
queſt, I can tell you. 

Mopſa. We can both ſing it. 

© "Dorcas, We had the Tune on't a Month ago. 

| Clown. We'll have this Song anon by ourſelves: my 
Father and the Gentlemen are in ſad Talk, and we'll 
not trouble them : come, bring-away thy Pack after 
me. Wenches, Pl! buy for you both: Pedler, let's 
have the firſt Choice; follow me, Girls. | 

Autol. And you ſhall pay well for them. 


8 0 N G. 


Will you buy any Tape, or Lace for er Cape, 
My dainty Duck, my dear-a ? 
And Silk and 7 bread, any Toys for your Head 
2 the newt, and wh, n' ſt wear-a ? 
Come to the Pedler ; Money's a Medler, 
That doth utter all Men's Ware-a. 
[Exeunt Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopſa. 


| Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Maſter, there are three Gear Bend, Gee Shep 


Herds, three Neat- herds, and three Swine- herds, that 
have made themſelves all Men of Hair; they call them- 
ſelves Saltiers; and they have a Dance, which the 
Wenches fay is a Gallymaufry of Gambols, becauſe 
they are not in't : but they themſelves are o th* Mind, 


it will pleaſe plentifully. 
Shep. Away ! we'll none on't; bare has bode too 


much homely F oolery 282 1 Know, ral we weary 
you. 
Fa olix. | 


7 
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Polix. You weary thoſe that refreſh us: pray, let's 


| ſee theſe four-threes of Herdſmen: 


Serv. One three of them, by their own Report, Sir, 


hath danc'd before the King; and not the worſt of the 


three but jumps twelve Feet and a half by the Square. 
Shep. Leave your prating ; ſince theſe good Men 
are pleas'd, let them come in; but quickly now. 
[Here a Dance of twelve Satyrs: 
Polix. 2 Father, you'll know more of that here- 
after. Io the Shepherd. 
Is it not too fat gone? *tis Time to part them ; 
[To Camillo. 
He's ſimple; and tells miich How now, fair Shepherd? 
Your Heart is full of ſomething; that does take 
Your Mind from feaſting. Sooth; when I was young; 
And handed Love, as you do; I was wont 
To load my She with Knacks: I would have ranſack' d 
The Pedler's ſilken Treaſury; and have pour'd it 
To her Acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, atid call "his | 
Your lack of Love and Bounty ; you were ſtraited 
For a Reply; at leaft, if you make Care 


Of happy holding her. 


Flori. Old Sir, I know; 
She prizes not ſuch Trifles as theſe are; 
The Gifts, ſhe lobks from me; are packt and lockt 
Up in my Heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my Love 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it ſhould ſeem; 


Hath ſome time lov'd. I take thy Hand, this ond, 
As ſoft as Dove's Down; and as white as it, 


Or Ethiopian's Tooth; or the fann'd Snow 
That's bolted by the northern Blaſt twice o'er. 


Polix. What follows this? 
How prettily the young Swain ſeems to waſh 


The Hand, was fair before I've put you out; 
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But, to your Proteſtation: pf n me hear 


What you profeſs. 


Flori. Do, and be Witneſs tobt. 
Polix. And this my Neighbour too ? 
Flori. And he, and more. 


| Than he, and Men; the Earth, and Heav'ns, and all; 


That were I crown'd the moſt imperial Monarch 
. Thereof moſt worthy, were I the faireſt Youth 


That ever made Eye ſwerve, had Force and Knowledge 


More than was ever Man's, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her employ them all; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her Service, 
Or to their own Perdition. 

Polix. Fairly offer d. 

Camil. This ſhews a ſound Affection. 

Shep. But, my Daughter, 


Say you the like to him? 


Perd. I cannot ſpeak . . 
So well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mean better. 
By th' Pattern of mine own Thoughts 1 cut out 
The Purity of his. 

Shep. Take Hands, a Bargain; : 


And, Friends unknown, you 1 ſhall bear witneſs to't : i 


I. give my Daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 1 

Flori. O, that muſt be 
P th' Virtue of your Daughter ; one being dead, 
I ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your Wonder : but come on, 
Contract us fore theſe eee 

Shep. Come, your Hand; N 
And, Daughter, yours. 

Pty Soft, Swain, a while ; ; beſeech you, 
Have you a Father? 

Flori. TI have, but what of him? 

Polix. Knows he of this? 

Flori. He neither does, nor ſhall, 


Polix. 
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Polix. Methinks a Father 
Is, at the Nuptial of his Son, a Gueſt 7 In 
That beſt becomes the Table: pray you e once tn 
Is not your Father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable Affairs? Is he not flupid  _ 
With Age, and alt'ring Rheums? can he ſpeak i ? heart 14 
Know Man from Man! diſpute his own Eſtate? 
Lies he not Bed-rid ? and, again, does nothing, 
But what he did being childiſh ? 
Flori. No, good Sir, 
He has his Health, and * seng. indeed, 
Than moſt have of his Age. 
Polix. By my white Beard, 
_ You offer him, "if this be ſo, a Wrong 
Something unfilial : Reaſon, my Sonn 
Should chuſe himſelf a Wife; but as good Reaſon, 
The Father (all whoſe Joy is nothing elſe 
But fair Poſterity) ſhould hold ſome Counſel 
In ſuch a Buſineſs. 
Flori. I yield all this; 
But for ſome other Reaſons, my grave Sir, 
Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint | 
My Father of this Buſineſs. 
Polix. Let him know't. 
Flori. He ſhall not, 
Polix. Pr'ythee, let him. 
Flori. No, he muſt mot. 
Shep. Let him, my Son, he ſhall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy Choice. 
Flori. Come, come, he muſt not: 
Mark our Contract. 
Polix. Mark your Divorce, young Sir, 
| [ Diſcovering himſelf. 
Whom Son I dare not call: thou art too baſe 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a Scepter's Heir, 
That thus affect'ſt a Sheep-hook ! Thou old Traytor, = 
I'm ſorry, that, by hanging thee, I can ORE” 
G 2 Shorren 
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Shorten thy Life one Week. And thou freſh Pieck 


Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know 


The royal Fool thou coap'ft with 


Shep. O my Heart! [made 
Polix. I'll have thy Beauty ſcratch'd with Briars, and 
More homely than thy State. For thee, fond Boy, . 


If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh 


That thou no more ſhalt ſee: this Knack, as never 


I mean thou ſhalt, we'll bar thee from Succeſſion 12 


Not hold thee of our Blood; mark thou my Words. 
Follow us te the Court. - Tnou Churl, for this Time, 


Tho? full of our Diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 
From the dead Blow of it : and you, Enchantment, 
Worthy enough a Herdſman; yea him too 
That makes himſelf, but for our Honour 
Unworthy thee; if ever, henceforth, thou 

Theſe rural Latches to his Entrance | 

Or hoop his Body more with thy-Embraces, 

I will deviſe a Death as cruel for thee, 


As thou art tender to it. | TEE © 


Perd. Even here undone:: | | 
I was not much afraid; for once or twice gt 


J was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, . 4 


The ſelf-ſame Sun, that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his Viſage from our Cottage, bur 
Looks on zlike. Wilt pleaſe yoo, Sir, be 2 


| [To Florizel, 
I told you what would come of this. Beſeech you, 


Of your own State take care: this Dream of mine, 

Being now awake, I'll Queen it no inch farther, 

But milk my Ewes and weep. ' 
Flori. Thou ſhalt not weep. 

Excellent Perdita, J ſtill am thine. — 


[ Exeunt Florizel and Perdita. 


Camil. The King i in Rage has parted from his Son; 
Whoſe headſtrong Paſſion has o'ercome his Reaſon.” 
FI follow, ang affiſt him with my Counſel, ¶ Exit. 


Sbep. 
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Sbep. I cannot ſpeak, nor think, | 
Nor dare to know that which I know. Alas, 
They have undone-a Man of Fourſcore- three, 
That thought to fill his Grave in quiet; yea, 
To die upon the Bed my Father dy'd, 


To lye cloſe by his honeſt Bones; but now, 
Some Hangman muſt put on my Shroud, and lay me 


Where no Prieſt ſhovels in Duſt. O the curs'd Wretch! 
That knew this was the Prince; yet wou'd adventure 
To mingle Faith with him. Undone, undone ! 

If T might die within this Hour, I have liv'd 

To die when I deſire. | [ Exit, 


End of the Third A. 


ACT 


A 0 2. 1v. 15 0 = "0 E. I. 
8 c E N E continues. 


Enter Florizel, Perdita, Ke Camillo. 


Flori. H Y doſt thou tremble ? why look thus 
upon me? 
My Purpoſe is delay'd, but nothing alter d. 
If 1 have loft a Kingdom, fare it well, 
The Treaſure of thy Love ſhall make amends. 
For, O, to reign ſupremely in t 1 
Is greater far, than all the Joys of Empire. 
Perd. How ſhall my Gratitude repay this Goodnefs ? 
A Maid of humble Birth, whoſe Innocence, 
And virtuous Love, alas, is all her Portion. 
And yet thus lowly plac'd, by niggard Fortune, 
My fond, and daring Thoughts, ev'n while I bluſh, 
And wonder at their F light, aſpire to thee. 
But go, my Prince, go Where thy Glory calls, 
And leave this Cottager to pine in Abſence, 
And wiſh her Fate had made her worthy of thee. 


Flori. What haſt thou ſaid ? and wherefore art thou 


chang'd ? 
Can this be Love, my Perdita? is this 
| The Voice of Nature, when conſenting Hearts 
. Harmonious join, reciprocally kind ? 
O did'ſt thou doat like me, were all thy Powers 
Like mine, abſorb'd into that noble Paſſion, 


* 
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Immortal Love, thy Tongue cou'd ne'er have utter'd, 
Nor thy Heart dictate ſuch a cruel Sentence.! | 

Perd. I felt the Wound before I gave it thee; 
No more my Sheep, no more the Plains delight ; 
No longer will the Muſick of the Lark, 
That wont to hail me, at my Morning-wake, 
Be pleaſing to me—nor the riſing Sun. 
> When firſt he gilds with Light the Mountain-tops ; 
Nor Noon-tide Breeze in the embow'ring Shade, 
Nor Evening Twilight, without thee is grateful. 
Camil. (Afide) What ſeething Brains theſe headſtrong 
| Lovers have ? | 
I've thought how I may ſerve him, yet I fear 
The King his Father. | 
Flori. Happy the Mortals of the Golden Age 
= Before Ambition's arbitrary Sway 
Uſurp'd a Power to bind the Inclination, 
Each freely choſe the Partner of his Soul, 
=> As Natureprompted, and as Love inſpir'd. — 
Now, dire Reverſe! a cruel Father's Will 
Enjoins his Son to be a Slave of State, | 
And languiſh on a Throne, moſt eminently wretched. — 
Perd, How often have I told you, *twou'd be thus ? 
How often ſaid, my Dignity wou'd laſt 
bs But till *twere known ? 
9 Flori. It cannot fail, but bß 
The Violation of my Faith, and then, 
Let Nature cruſh the Sides o' th* Earth together, 
And mar the Seeds within ! Lift up thy Looks! 
From my Succeſlion wipe me, Father, I 
Am Heir to my Affection. | 
Perd. Florizel, oh . 
Altho', to hear thy Vows, be Tranſport to me, 
And that my liſt'ning Ears with Joy drink in 
The Muſick of thy Voice; yet my Heart trembles: 
Trembles to think you ſacrifice to Love 
Your native Right to Empire. Purple Greatneſs 
| | Courts 
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Coutts thy Acceptance. To bear Rule is —— 
The tow'ring Falcon, with his Plumage el, 
And ſoaring on the Wing, Pve oft admir d, 
And thought him worth ten thouſand meaner Birds, 
That ſcarcely riſing, hover round the Surface, 
Then fink again into their low- built Neſts. 
Flori. Speaks this the Cottager ?=O Perdita, 
What means this Error of miſtaking Fate? 
Io place thee here!—a Sheep-hook in that Hand; 
That won'd adorn a Scepter? — Why, good Heav'n, 
Why ſhou'd the innate Greatneſs of a Soul, 
Enfhrin'd in ſuch a Paradiſe of Beauty, 
Be hidden from the World? Thou art my Queen, 
Nor ſhall the Iron-hand of Tyranny . 
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E'er tear thee from my Boſom: | F 
Camil. Be advis'd. 9 
Hori. I am; and by my Fancy; if my Reaſon 3 

Will thereto be obedient, I have Reaſon; * 

If not, my Senſes, better pleas'd with Madneſs, 4 


Do bid it welcome. 
Camil. This 1s deſperate, Sir. 
Flori. So call it; but it does fulfil my Vow ; 


I needs muſt think it Honeſty. Camillo, 9 
Not for Bithynia, nor the Pomp that may 'Þ 
Be thereat glean'd ; for all that the Sun ſees, 1 


The cloſe Earth wombs, or the profound Seas hide 
In unknown Fadoms, will I break my Oath 

To this my fair Belov'd: Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Father's Friend; 

When he ſhall miſs me, (as, in faith; I mean not 
To ſee him any more) caſt your g good Counſels $S 
Upon his Paſſion ; let myſelf and Fortune | 3% 
Tug for the Time to come. This you may know, 1 
And ſo deliver, J am gone to Sea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on Shore q 

And, opportunely to our Need, I have 

A Veflel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 


1 
2 


For 
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For this Deſign. What Courſe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit. your Knowledge, nor 


Concern me the reporting, 
Camil. O my Lofd, 


I would your Spirit were eaſier for Advice, . 
Or ſtronger for your Need. 
 Flori, Hark, Perdita.— 
I'll hear you by and by. [To Camil, 


Camil. He's irremoveable, 
Reſolv'd for Flight: now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ſerve my Turn; 
Save him from Danger, do him Love and Honour; 
Purchaſe the Sight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my Maſter, whom 
I ſo much thirſt to ſee. | . | fits 
Flori. Now good Camillo; | 
I am fo fraught with curious Buſineſs, that 
I leave out Ceremony. | 
Camil. Sir, I think, 
You have heard of my poor Services, i ch! Love 
That I have borne your Father? 
Flori. Very nobly | 
Have you deſerv'd; it is my Father's Muſick 
To ſpeak your Deeds, not little of his Care 
To have them recompens'd, as thought on. 
Camil. Well, my Lord, 
If you may pleaſe to think I love the King, 
And through him, what's neareſt to him, which is 
Your gracious Self, embrace but my Direction; 
(It your more ponderous and ſettled Project 
May ſuffer Alteration,) on mine Honour, 
Fl] point you where you ſhall have ſuch Receiving 
As ſhall become your Highneſs, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtreſs ; from the whom, I ſee, 
There's no Disjunction to be made, but by 
(As, Heav'ns forefend !) your Ruin. Marry her, 
And with my beſt Endeavours, in you Abſence, 
* Your 
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Your diſcontented Father I'll ſtrive to qualifie, 
And bring him up ww liking. 

Flori. How, Camillo, 
May this, almoſt a Miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than Man, 
And after that truſt to thee ? ; 

Camil. Have you thought on 
A Place whereto you'll go ? )? 

Flori. Not any yet: 6 
But as th* unthought- on Accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, ſo we profeſs 
Ourſelves the Slaves of Chance, and Flies 
Of every Wind that blows, 

Camil. Then liſt to me: 
This follows, if you will not change your . 
But undergo this Flight, make for Sicilia; 
And there preſent yourſelf, and your fair Princeſs 
(For ſo, I ſee, ſne muſt be) fore Leontes; 
She ſhall be habited, as it becomes- 
The Partner of your Bed. Methinks, I ſee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 


His Welcomes forth; aſks thee, the Son, Forgivenefs, 
As twere i th* Father's Perſon; kiſſes the Hande 
Of your freſh Princeſs ; o'er and ofer divides him, 

*T wixt his Unkindneſs, and his Kindneſs : th' one 


He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſter than Thought or Time. 

Flori. Worthy Camillo, 
What Colour for my Viſitation ſhall . 
Hold up before him? | 

Camil. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him Comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your Father, ſhall deliver 


Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down; 


The which. ſhall point you forth at every ſitting, 
What you muſt ſay ; that he {hall not perceive, 
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But that you have your Father's Boſom there, 
And ſpeak his very Heart. 

Flori. T am bound to you: 
There is ſome Sap in this. 
Camil. A Courſe more promiſing 
Than a wild Dedication of yourſelves 
To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores; moſt certain 
To Miſeries enough: beſides, you know, 
Proſperity's the very Bond of Love, 


Whoſe freſh Complexion and whoſe Heart together 
Affliction alters. 


Perd. One of theſe is true : 
I think Affliction may ſubdue the Cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 


Camil. Yea, ſo you ſo? 
There ſhall not, fair one, at your Father's Houſe, 


Theſe ſeven years, be born another ſuch. 

Flor. Camillo, ſhe's as forward of her Breeding, 
As ſhe is in the Rear of our high Birth. 

Camil. I cannot ſay *tis Pity, for ſhe ſeems 
Miſtreſs of thoſe Perfections would become her, 
Were ſhe bred near a Throne. | 

Perd. Your Pardon, Sir; 


Il bluſh you thanks. 


Flori. My prettieſt Perdita — 
But, oh, the Thorns we ſtand upon! Camillo, 


| Preſerver of my Father, now of me ; 


The Medicine of our Houſe ! how ſhall we do? 
We are not furnifh'd like Bithynia's Son, 


Camil. My Lord, 
Fear none of this: 1 think, you know my Fortunes 


Do all lye there : it ſhall be fo my Care 


To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. For inſtance, Sir, 
That you may know you ſhall not want; one Word 
£33 ES They talk de. 
Enter 
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Enter Autolicus. 


Autol. Ha, ha, as a Fool Honeſty i is! and Truſt, 
his ſworn Brother, a very ſimple Gentleman! I have 
ſold all my Trumpery ; not a counterfeit Stone, not a 
Ribbon, Glaſs, Pomander, Browch, Table-book, Bal- 
lad, Knife, Tape, Glove, Shoe-tye, Bracelet, Horn- 
Ring to keep my Pack from faſting : they throng Who 
ſhould buy firſt, as if my Trinkets had been hallow'd, 
and brought a Benediction to the Buyer ; by which 
means, I ſaw whoſe Purſe was beſt in Picture; and 
what 1 ſaw, to my good Uſe, I remember'd. My 
good Clown -(who wants but ſomething to be a reaſon- 
able Man) grew ſo in Love with the Wenches Song, 
that he would not ſtir his Pettitoes *rill he had both 
Tune and Words; which ſo drew the reſt of the 
Herd to me, that all their other Senſes ſtuck in Ears; 
you might have pinch'd a Placket, it was ſenſeleſs ; 0 
would have filed Keys off, that hung in Chains: 
hearing, no feeling, but my Sir's Song, and aeg 
the nothing of it. So that in this Time of Lethargy, 
T pick'd and cut moſt of their feſtival Purſes: and 
had not the old Man come in with a Whoo-bub againſt 
his Daughter and the King's Son, and ſcard my 
Choughs from the Chaff, I * not left a Purſe alive 
in the whole Army. 

Camillo, Florizel, * Perdita come forward. 
Camil. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there, 
So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that Doubt. 
Flori. And thoſe that you'll procure from King 
Leontes — 
Camil. Shall tatisfie your Father. 
Perd. Happy be you! 
All that you ſpeak ſhews ſair. 
_ Caii!, Who have we here? Lan Autolicus. 
| We'll 
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We'll make an Inſtrument of this; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Autol. If they have overheard me now: why, hanging, 

2e. 

Camil. How now, good Fellow, 

Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo? fear not, Man, 
Here's no Harm intended to thee. 

Autol. I am a poor Fellow, Sir. 

Camil. Why, be ſo ſtill; here's no body will ſteal 
that from thee ; yet for the outſide of thy Poverty, we 
muſt make an Exchange; therefore diſcaſe thee inſtant- 
ly : (thou muſt think there's Neceſſity in't) and change 
Garments with this Gentleman : tho? the Penny worth, 
on his Side, be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome 


boot. [Giving Money. 
Autol. T am a poor Fellow, Sir; (1 know ye well 
enough.) I[Alde. 


Camil. Nay, pr'ythee diſpatch : the Gentleman * 
half flead already. 
Autol. Are you in earneſt, Sir? (I ſmell the Trick 
on't.) c LA. | 
Flori. Diſpatch, I pr 'ythee. 
Autol. Indeed, I have had Eameft, but I cannot 
with Conſcience take it. 
Camil. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Miſtreſs ! (let my Prophecy 
Come home to ye,} you muſt retire yourſelf 
Into ſome Covert; take your Sweet-heart's Hat, 
And pluck it o'er your Brows; muMe your Face, 
Diſmantle you; and as you can, diſliken 
The Truth of your own ſeeming ; that you may 
(For Ido tear Eyes over you) to ſhip-board 
Get undeſcry'd. 
Perd.] ſee the Play fo lies, 
That I muſt bear a Part. 
Camil. No Remedy 


Haxe you done there? 
Fuori. 
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Fiori. Should I now meet my Father, 
He'would not call me Son. 
Camil. Nay you ſhall have no Hat : 
Come, Lady, come: farewell, my Friend. 
Autol. Adieu, Sir. 
Flori. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 
Pray you a Word. 
Cam. What I do next, ſhall be to tell the King 
| Alade. 
Of this Eſcape, and whither they are bound: 
Wherein my Hope is, I ſhall ſo prevail 
To force him after; in whoſe Company 
I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe Sight 
I have a Woman's Longing. 
Hlori. Fortune ſpeed us 
Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to th* Sea- Gde. 
[Exit Florizel with Perdita. 
Camil. The ſwifter Speed the better. [Exit. 
Autol. J underſtand the Buſineſs, I hear it: to have 
an open Ear, a quick Eye, and a nimble Hand, is ne- 
ceſſary for a Cut-purſe; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, 
to ſmell out Work for th' other Senſes. I ſee, this is 
the Time that the unjuſt Man doth thrive. What an 
Exchange had this been, without Boot ? what a Boot 
is here, with this Exchange ? Sure, the Gods do this 
Tear connive at us, and we may do any thing extempore. 
The Prince himſelf is about a Piece of Iniquity ; ftea]- 
ing away from his Father, with his Clog at his Heels. 
If I thought it were not a Piece of Honeſty to acquaint 
the King withal, I would do't; I hold it the more 
Knavery to concea it; and therein am I conſtant to 


my Profeſſion. | 
Enter Clown and Shepherd, with a Bundle and a Box. 


Aſide, aſide, —here' s more Matter for a hot 3 ; 
every 
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very Lane's End, every Shop, Church, Seſſion, Hang- 
as yields a careful Man Work. 
| Clown. See, ſee; what a Man you are now! there 
is no other Way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Change- 
ling, and none of your Fleſh and Blood. 

Shep. Nay but hear me. | 
Clown. Nay but hear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Clown. She being none of your Fleſh and Blood, 
your Fleſh and Blood has not offended the King ; and, 

ſo, your Bleſh and Blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. 

Shew thoſe things you found about her, thoſe ſecret 

Things, all but what ſhe has with her; this being done, 
let the Law go whiſtle; I warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the King all, every Word, yea, and 
his Son's Pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt 
Man neither to his F ather nor to me, to go about to 
make me the King's Brother-in-law. 

Clown. Indeed, Brother-in-law was the fartheſt off 
you could have been to him ; and then your Blood had 
been the dearer by I know how much an Ounce. 

Autol. Very wiſely, Puppies [ Hde. 
Shep. Well, let us to the King; there is that in this 
Fardel will make him ſcratch his Beard. 

Autol. I know not what Impediment this Complaint 
may be to the Flight of my Maſter. - [ A/ade. 

Clown. *Pray heartily, he be at the Palace. 

Autol., Tho? I am not naturally honeſt, Iam ſo ſome- 
times by chance: let me pocket up my Pedler's Excre- 
ment. (A/ide.) How now Ruſtiques, whither are you 
bound? 

Shep. To th Palace, an pleaſe your Worſhip. _ 

Autol. Your Affairs there, what, with whom, the 
Condition of that Fardel, the Place of your Dwelling, 
| your Names, your Age, of what Having, Breeding, 
and any thing that is fitting to be known, — 

Clown. 


— 
n 
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Clown. We are but plain Fellows, Sir. | 
Autol. A Lye ; you are rough and hairy; let me have 
no lying ; z It becomes none but Tradeſmen, and they 


often give us Soldiers the Lye ; but we pay them for 
it with ſtamped Coin, not OE Steel, therefore they 


do give us the Lye. 

Clown. Your Worſhi p had like to 10 given us one, 
if you had not taken yourſelf with the Manner. 

Shep. Are you a Courtier, an like you, Sir. 
Autol. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier. 
See'ſt thou not the Air of the Court in theſe Enfoldings? 


hath not my Gate in it the Meaſure of the Court? 


receives not thy Noſe Court-odour from me? reflect I 
not, on thy Baſeneſs, Court-contempt ? think'ſt thou, 
for that I inſinuate, or toze from thee thy Buſineſs, I 


am therefore no Courtier? I am Courtier, Cap-a-pe, 


and one that will either puſh on, or pluck back thy 
Buſineſs chere; W ares 1 nee to open 


thy Affair. 


Sep. My Buſineſs, Sir, is to the King. 

Autol. What Advocate haſt thou to him? 

_ Shep. I know not, an't like you. 

Chwn. Advocate's the Court Word for a Pheaſant 3 
fay, you have none. 
 Shep. None, Sir, I have no o enn Cock, nor "my 


Autol. How bleſs'd are we, that are not ſimple Men! 


Yet Nature might have made me as theſe wall 
Therefore J will not diſdain. | | 

- Clown. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not 
handſomly. 

Clown. He ſeems to be the more noble in being fan- 
taſtical ; a great Man, FlI warrant; I know, by the 
picking one's Teeth. 


Autol. The. Fardel there 2 SY i” th* Fardel? - 
Wherefore that Box ? | 


Shep, 
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Shep. Sir, there lyes ſuch Secrets in this Fardel and 
Box, which none muſt know but the King; and which 
he ſhall know within this Hour, if I may come to tly 
Speech of him. 

Autol. Age, thou haſt loſt thy Labour. 

Sbep. Why Sir? 

Autol. The King is not at the Palace; he is gone 
aboard a new Ship, to purge Melancholy and air him- 
ſelf ; for if thou be'ſt capable of Things ſerious, thou 
muſt know, the King is full of Grief. 

Shep. So *tis ſaid, Sir, about his Son that ſhould have 
married a Shepherd's Daughter. 

Autol. If that Shepherd be not in hand-faſt, let him 
fly; the Curſes he ſhall have, the Tortures he ſhall feel, 
will break the Back of Man, the Heart of Monſter. 

Clown. Think you ſo, Sir. 

Autol. Not he it ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make 
heavy, and Vengeance bitter ; but thoſe that are ger- 
{ mane to him, tho* remov'd fifty times, ſhall all come 
under the Hangman; which tho' it be great Pity, yet 
it is neceſſary. An old ſheep- whiſtling Rogue, a Ram- 
tender, to offer to have his Daughter come into Grace 
Some ſay, he ſhall be ſton'd; but that Death is too ſoft 
for him, ſay I: Draw our Throne into a Sheep-coat! 
all Deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt too eaſie. 

Clown. Has the old Man eer a Son, Sir, do you hear, 
an't like you, Sir? 

Autol. He has a Son, who ſhall be flay*d alive; then 
*nointed over with Honey, ſet on the Head of a Waſp' 8 
Neſt, then ſtand till he be three Quarters and a Dram 
dead; then recover'd again with Aqua-vit, or ſome 
other hot Infuſion; then, raw as he is, (and in the 
hotteſt Day Prognoſtication proclaims) ſhall he be ſet 
againſt a Brick- wall, the Sun looking with a Southward 
Eye upon him, where he is to behold him, with Flies 
blown to Death. But what talk we of theſe traitorly 


REN, whoſe Miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their Of- 
1 fences 
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fences being ſo capital ? Tell me, (for you ſeem to be 
honeſt Men,) what you have to the King ; being ſome- 
thing gently confider'd, I'll bring you where he is 
aboard, tender your Perſons to his Preſence, whiſper 
him in your behalf, and if it be in Man, | beſides the 
King, to effect your Suits, here is a Man ſhall do it. 
Clown. He ſeems to be of great Authority; cloſe 
with him, give him Gold; and tho* Authority be a 
ſtubborn Bear, yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold; 
| ſhew the inſide of your Purſe to the outſide of his Hand, 
and no more ado. Remember, ſton'd, and flay'd alive— 
Shep. An't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the Buſi- 
neſs for us, here is that Gold I have ; I'll make it as 
much more, and leave this young Man in pawn till 
I bring it you. 
Auiol. After T have done what I promiſed : ? 
 Sbep. Ay, Sir? 


Autol. Well, give me the Moiety. Are you a Party 


in this Buſineſs i ? | 
Clown. In ſome ſort, Sir; but tho! my Caſe be a 
pitiful one, I hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of it. 
Autol. Oh, that's the Caſe of the Shepherd's Son ; 
hang him, he'll be made an Example. 
Clown. Comfort, good Comfort ; we muſt to the 


King, and ſhew our ſtrange Sights; he muſt know, 


*tis none of your Daughter, nor my Siſter ; we are 


gone elſe. Sir, I will give you as much as this old | 


Man does, when the Buſineſs is perform'd ; and remain, 
as he ſays, your Pawn *till it be brought you. 

Autol. I will truſt you, walk before toward the Sea- 
fide, go on the Right Hand ; I will but look upon the 
Hedge and follow you. 

Clown. We are bleſs'd in this Man, as I may ay, 
even bleſs'd. 


Shep. Let's before, as he bids us; he was provided 


to do us good. [Exeunt Shepherd and Clown. 
Autol, 


ed Þ 


1l, 
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Autol. If I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee, Fortune 
would not ſuffer me ; ſhe drops Booties in my Mouth. 
I am courted now with a double Occaſion : Gold, and 
a Means to do the Prince my Maſter good ; which, 
who knows how that may turn back to my Advance- 
ment? I will bring thoſe two Moles, theſe blind ones, 
aboard him ; if he think it fit to ſhoar them again, 
and that the Complaint they have to the King con- 
cerns him nothing, let him call me Rogue, for being 
ſo far officious; for I am Proof againſt that Title, and 
what Shame elſe belongs to't: to him will I preſent 
them, there may be matter in it. 95 Exit. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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Scent, The Court of Leontes in Sicilia. 
Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, and Servants. 


Cleom. CN IR, you have done enough, and have per- 
form'd 

A Saint-like Sorrow. No Fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd; indeed, paid down 
More Penitence, than done Treſpaſs. At the laſt, 
Do as the Heavens have done, forget your Evil ; 
With them, forgive yourſelf. 

Leon. Whilſt I remember 
Her and her Virtues, I cannot forget 
My Blemiſhes in them, and ſo till think of 
The Wrong I did myſelf; which was ſo much, 
That Heirleſs it hath made my Kingdom; ; and 


ls 


Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt Companion, that cer Man 1 


Bred his Hopes out of. 
Paul. True, too true, my Lord; 
If one by one you wedded all the World, 7 
Or, from the all that are, took ſomething good, 
To make a perfect Woman; ſhe, you r d, 
Would be unparallel'd. | . 
Leon. I think ſo. Kill'd ? 

Kill'd? ſhe I kilPd? I did ſo, but thou ſtrik'ſt me 
Sorely, to ſay I did; it is agcbitter 

Upon thy Tongue, as in my? Thought. Now, good now, 
Say fo but ſeldom, | 


Cleom. 


g. 


Would have him wed again. 


May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour 


Than to rejoice the former Queen ? This will. 
What holier, than for Royalty's Repair, 
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Cleom. Not at all, good Lady; 
You might have ſpoke a thouſand Things, that would 
Have done the Time more Benefit, and grac'd 
Your Kindneſs better. 
Paul. You are one of thoſe, 


Dion. If you would not ſo, _ 
You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moſt ſovereign Name ; conſider little, 
What Dangers (by his Highneſs fail of Iſſue) 


Incertain Lookers on. What were more holy, 


For preſent Comfort, and for future Good, 
To bleſs the Bed of Majeſty again 
With a ſweet Fellow to't. 
Paul. There is none worthy, 
Reſpecting her that's gone; beſides, the Gods 
Will have fulfild their ſecret Purpoſes: 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, 
Ist not the Tenour of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes ſhall not have an Heir, 


Till his loſt Child be found? which, that it ſhall, 


Is all as monſtrous to our human Reaſon, 

As my Antigonus to break his Grave, 

And come again to me; who, on my Life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. Tis your Counſel, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heavens be contrary ; 


Oppole againſt their Wills. — Care not for Iſſue; 


| [To the King, 
The Crown will find an Heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th* worthieſt ; ſo his Succeſſor 


Was like to be the beſt. 


Leon. Good Paulina, | 
Who haſt th. Memory of Hermione, 
I know, in Honour : O, that ever I 
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Had ſquar'd me to thy Counſel ! then, even now 
I ihe have look'd upon my Queen's full Eyes, 
Have taken Treaſure from her Lips ! 
Paul. And left them 
| More rich, for what they yielded. 
Leon. Thou ſpeak*ſt Truth : 
No more ſuch Wives, therefore no Wife ; one worſe, 
And better us'd, would make her fainted Spirit 
Again poſſeſs her Corps. 
Paul. Had ſhe ſuch Power, 
She had juſt Cauſe. 
Leon, She had, and would ine! me 
To murder her I married. 
Paul. I ſhould ſo: _ 
Were I the Ghoſt that walk d, I'd bid you mark 
Her Eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't 
© You choſe her; then I'd ſhriek that even your Ears 
Shou'd rift, to hear me, and the Words that follow'd 
Should be, remember mine. 
Leon. Stars, Stars, 
And all Eyes elſe, dead Coals : fear thou no Wife: : 
F'll have no Wife, Paulina. 
Paul. Will you ſwear 
Never to marry, but by my free Leave ? 
Leon. Never, Paulina; ſo be bleſs'd my Spirit! 
Paul. Then, good my Lords, bear witneſs to his Oath, 
Cleom. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul. Unleſs another, 
As like Hermione as is her Picture, 
50 his Eyes. | 
Cleom. Good Madam, pray have done. 


© 


Paul. Yet, if my Lord will marry ; if you will, Sir, 


No Remedy, but you will; give me the Office 
Of chuſing you a Queen; the ſhall be ſuch, 
As, walk' d your firſt Queen's Ghoſt, it ſhould take Joy, 
To fee her in your Arms. | 
Leon. 


* 
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Leon. My true Paulin, Wy 7 
We ſhall not marry, till thou bid'ſt us. | 
Paul. That 
Shall be, when your firſt Queen s again in Breath: 
Never till then. 


Euter Rogero. 5 


Roge. One that gives out himſelf Prince Flarizel, 

Son of Polixenes, with his Princeſs (ſhe 

The faireſt I have yet heheld) deſires Acceſs 

To your high Preſence. | 
Leon. What with him ? he comes not 

Like to his Father's Greatneſs ; his Approach, 

So out of Circumſtance and ſudden, tells us, 

*Tis not a Viſitation fram'd, but forc d 


By Need and Accident. What Train ? 


Roge. But few, 
And thoſe but mean. 
Leon. His Princeſs, ſay you, with him? 
Roge. Ves; the moſt peerleſs Piece of Earth, I think, 
That cer the Sun ſhone bright on. 
Paul. Oh Hermione, 
As every preſent Time doth boaſt ſelf, 
Above a better, gone; ſo muſt thy Grave 
Give way to what's ſeen now. 
Roge. This is a Creature, 
Would ſhe begin a Sect, might quench the Zeal 
Of all Profeſſors elſe, make Profelites 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. 
Paul. How ? not Women ? | 
Roge. Women will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 
More Worth than any Man : Men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all Women. 
Leon. Go, Cleomines ; - 
Yourſelf (aſſiſted with your honour'd F riends) ; 
Bring them to our Embracement. Still *tis ſtrange 


He thus ſhould ſteal upon us, [Exit Cleomines. 
Paul. 
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Paul. Had our Prince © 
(Jewel of Children) ſeen this Hour, * had pair 
Well with this Lord; there was not full a Month 
Between their Births. 

Leon. Pr'ythee, no more ; ** know,” 


He dies to me again, when talk'd of: ſure, 


When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 


Will bring me to confider that which may 
Unfurniſh me of Reaſon. They are come. 


Enter F. lorizel, Ferdita, Cleomines, ant others. - 


Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royal Father off, 
Conceiving you. "Were, I but Twenty- one, | 
Your Father's Tmage is fo hit in you, 


His very Air, that I ſhould call you Brother, 


As I did him, 3s -* <7 of ſomething wildly 
By us.perform*d before. Moft dearly +: 8 


As your fair Princeſs, - Goddeſs !—Oh ! alas! 


I loſt a Couple, that twixt Heav'n and Earth 
Might thus haye ſtood begetting Wonder, as 


You gracious Couple do; and then I loft | 


(All mine own Folly !) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 


(Tho? bearing Miſery) I defire my Life 


Once more to look on. 


Hyori. Sir, by his Command, 
Have J here touch'd Sicilia, ad from him 


Give you all Greetings, that a Kin 775 (at Friend) © 


Can ſend his Brother ; and but Infirmity, „ 
Which waits upon worn Times, hath ſomething ſeiz d 


His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelf 


The Lands and Waters *twixt your Throne and his 
5 15 to look upon you; whom he loves, 


e bad me ſay ſo, more than all the Scepters, 
d thoſe that bear them living. 


Leon. 
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Teon. Oh, my Brother 
God Gentleman, the Wrongs I've done 1 tie 
In me afreſh ; and theſe. thy Offices, 
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters 
Of my bohimd- hand Slackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring to ih* Earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th* fearful uſage 
(Ar leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a Man, not worth her Pains ; much leſs, 
The Adventure of her Perſon ? [Praiſes 
Perd. What means my beating Heart 1— till now, no 
But what came from my Flor:zel e er charm'd me; 
But here, my Soul, with fix d Attention dwells 
On every Sound he utters.— F//77 
Leon. The bleſs'd Gods | 
Purge all Infection from our Air, whilſt you 
Do climate here ! You have a holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againſt whoſe Perſon, 
So ſacred as it is, I have done Sin; 
For which the Heavens, taking angry Note, 
Have left me Iflue-leſs ; and your Father's bleſs'd, 
As he from Heaven merits it, with you, 
' Worthy his Goodneſs. What might I have been, 
Might I a Son and Daughter now have look 'd on, 


Such goodly Things as you ? 
Enter Alcidales. 


Alcid. Moſt 1 Sir, | 
That, which I ſhall report, will bear no Credit, 
Were not the Proof ſo nigh. Pleaſe you, great Sir, 
' Bithynia greets you from himſelf, by me; 
Deſires you to attach his Son, who has, 
His Dignity and Duty both caft off, 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 


A 1 herd's Daughter. 
a _ K Leon. 
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Leon. Where's Bithynia, ſpeak ? 
Acid. Here in your City; I now came from him 
I ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My Marvel, and my Meſſage: to your Court 
Whilſt he was haſt'ning, in the Chaſe, it ſeems, - 
Of this fair Couple; meets he on the Way 
The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their a _ 
With this young Prince. 
Flori. Camillo has betray d me; 
Whoſe Honour and whoſe Honeſty till now 


. Endur'd all Weathers. 


Acid. Lay't ſo to his Charge; 
He's with the King your Father. 
Teon. Who, Camillo? 

Acid. Camillo, Sir, I ſpake with him; who now 
Has theſe poor Men in queſtion. Never ſaw ! 
Wretches ſo quake; they kneel, they kiſs the Earth; 
Forſwear themſelves, as often as they ſpeak : 
Bithynia ſtops his Ears, and threaten them 
With divers Deaths, in Death. | 

Perd. Oh, my poor Father 
The Heav'n ſets Spies upon us, will not have 
Our Contract celebrated. 

Leon. You are marry'd ? 

Flori. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 
The Stars, I fee, will kiſs the Vallies firſt ; 

The Odds for high and lows alike. 

Leon. My Lord, 

Is this the Daughter of a _ ? 

Flori. She is, 

When once ſhe is my Wife. 

Leon. That once, I ſee, by your good Father's Speed, 

Will come on very ſlowly. Iam ſorry, 
| (Moſt forry) you have broken from his liking 
Where you were ty'd in Duty; z and as ſorry, 


Your 
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+ Your Choice is not ſo rich in Birth as er 

That you might well enjoy her. 

Flori. Dear, look up; 7 
Though Fortune, viſible an W 
Should chaſe us, with my Father; Power no Jot 
Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Beſeech you, Sir, 
Remember, ſince you ow'd no more to Time 
Than I do now; with thought of ſuch Affections, 
Step forth mine Advocate; at your Requeſt 

My Father will grant precious things, as Trifles. 

Leon. Would he do ſo, I'd beg your 5 en 
Which he counts but a Trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my Liege, 
Your Eye hath too much Youth in't; not a Month 
*Fore your Queen dy'd, ſhe was more worth ſuchGazes 
Than what you look on now. | 

Leon. I thought of her, | 
Even i in theſe Looks I made. Rut your Petition 

[To Florizel. 

Is yet odanſwer d; I will to your Father; 
Your Honour not o'erthrown by your Deſires, 
Pm Friend to them and you ; upon which Errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what Way I make: come, good my Lord. 
| Exeunt, 


4 


$'© EN E, An 1 in the Court. 
Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman. 


Autol. Beſeech you, Sir, were you preſent at this 
Relation ? 

Gent, I was by at the opening of the F ardel, hexrd 

the old Shepherd deliver the Manner how he found it; 
whereupon, after a little Amazedneſs, we were all 
commanded out of the Chamber : only this, me- 
we I heard the Shepherd ſay, he found the Child. 
K 2 Autol. 
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Autol. I would moſt gladly know the Iſſue of it. 
Gent. I make a broken Delivery of the Buſinefs ; 
but the Changes I perceived in King Polixenes,' and 
Camillo, were very Notes of Admiration; they ſeem'd 
almoſt, with ſtaring on one another, to tear the Caſes 
of their Eyes. There was Speech in their Dumbneſs, 
Language in their Geſture; they lock'd, as they had 
heard of a World ranſom'd, or one deſtroy'd'; 3 a nota- 
ble Paſſion of Wonder appear'd in them; but the 
wiſeſt Beholder, that knew no more but ſeeing, could 
ot ſay if the Importance were Joy or Sorrow; mai in 
Extremity of the one, it muſt needs be. 


* another. Gentleman, Kd | 


Here comes a Gentleman, that, happily, knows more : 
the News ? 

2d Gent Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is f. ulflPd; 
the King's Daughter is found; ſuch a deal of Wonder 
is broken out within this Hous, that Ballad-makers 
cannot be able to expreſs it. | 


Enter Rogers. 


Here comes the Lord Rogero, he can deliver you more. 
How goes it now, Sir? This News, which is call'd true, 
is it ſo like an d Tale, chat the Verity of it is in ſtrong 
Suſpicion; has the King found his Heir? 

Roge. Moſt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumſtance: that which you hear, you'll ſwear you 
ſee, there is ſuch Unity in the Proots. The Mantle of 
Queen Hermione—her Jewel about the Neck of it the 
Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his Character, - the Majeſty of the Creature, in 
Reſemblance of the Mother, the affection of Noble- 
neſs, which Nature ſhews above her breeding, — and 
many. other EVIdences, F her Wh all Certainty 


LN 
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to be the King's Daughter. ig 50 ſee the Meeting 
of the two Kings? . 235 

24 Gent. No. 0 

Rage. Then have you loſt a Sight, which was to be 
ſeen, cannot. be ſpoken of. T here might you have be- 
held one Joy crown another, ſo and in ſuch Manner, 
that it ſeem'd, Sorrow wept to take leave of them, for 
their Joy waded in Tears. There was caſting up of 
Eyes, holding up of Hands, with Countenance of ſuch 
Diſtraction, that they were to be known by Garment, 
not by Favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
himſelf, for Joy of his found Daughter ; as if that Joy 
were now become a Loſs, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy 
Mother! then aſks Bithyma forgiveneſs; then embraces 
his Son-in-Law ; then again worries he his Daughter, 
with clipping her. Now he thanks the old Shepherd, 
who ſtands by, like a weather-beaten Conduit of many 
Kings Reigns. I never heard of ſuch another Encoun- 
ter, which lames Report ti to follow it, and undoes De- 
cription to do it. 

1 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonas, that 

carry'd hence the Child 779 

Rege. Like an old Tale ſtill, which will have Mat- 
ters to rehearſe, tho* Credit be aſleep, and not an Ear 
open; he was torn to Pieces with a Bear; this avouches 
the Shepherd's Son, who has not only his Innocence, 
which ſeems much to juſtify him, but a Handkerchief 
and Rings of his, that Paulina knows. 


Autol. What became of his Bark and his F ollowers.; = 


Roge. Wreckt the ſame Inſtant of their Maſter's 
Death, and in the View of the Shepherd; ſo that all 
the Inſtruments, which aided te expoſe the Child, were 


euen then loſt, when it was found. But, oh, the no- 


ble Combat, chat twixt Joy and Sorrow was fought 
in Paulina! She had one Eye declin'd for the Loſs of 
her Huſband, another elevated that the Oracle was ful- 
All'd. She lifted the Princeſs from the Earth, * 

ocks 
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locks her in embracing, - as if ſhe would pin her to her 
Heart, that ſhe might no more be in Danger of loſing. 
2d Gent. The Dignity of this Act was worth the Au- 
dience of Kings and Princes; for by ſuch was it acted. 
Rogge. One of the prettieſt Touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes, was, when at the Relation 
of the. Queen's Death, with the Manner how ſhe came 
to it, bravely confeſs'd, and lamented by the King, 
how Attentiveneſs wounded his Daughter ; till, from 
one Sign of Dolour to another, ſhe did with an, alas ! 
I would fain ſay, bleed Tears; for, I am ſure, my 
Heart wept Blood. Who was moſt Marble, there 
changed Colour; ſome ſwooned, all ſorrowed; if all 
the World could have ſeen't, the Woe had been uni- 
verſal. MY COLT TORE ee os : 
If Gent. Are they returned to the Court? | 
Rogge. No. The Princeſs hearing of her Mother's 
Statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a Piece ma- 
ny Years in doing, and now newly) perform'd by that 
rare Italian Maſter, Julio Romano; who, had he him- 
ſelf Eternity, and could put Breath into his Work, 
would beguile Nature of her Cuſtom, ſo perfectly he 
is her Ape: He ſo near to Hermione hath done Her- 
mione, that they ſay, one would ſpeak to her, and ſtand 
in Hope of Anſwer : thither with all Greedineſs of Af- 
fection are they gone, and there they intend to ſup. 
24 Gent. I thought, ſhe had ſome great Matter there 
in hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a Day, 
ever ſince the Death of Hermione, viſited that removed 
Houſe. Shall we' thither, and with our Company 
piece the Rejoicing ? ; 
Roge. Who would be thence, that has the Benefit of 
Acceſs ? Every Wink of an Eye, ſome new Grace will 
be born : our Abſence makes us unthrifty to our Know- 
ledge. . Let's along. Exeunt all but Autolicus. 
Autol. Now, had I not the Daſh of my former Life 


_— 
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in me, would Preferment drop on my Head. I brought 
the old Man and his Son a-board the Prince; told him, 
I heard them talk of a Fardel, and I know not what; 
but he at that Time, over- fond of the Shepherd's Daugh- 
ter, (ſo he then took her to be) who began to be much 
Sea-ſick, and himſelf little better, Extremity of Wea- 
ther continuing, this Myſtery remained undiſcovered. 
But *tis all one to me; for had I been the Finder out of 


this Secret, it would not have reliſh'd among my other 
Diſcredits. | 


Enter Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my Will, 
and already appearing in the Bloſſoms of their Fortune. 
 Shep. Come, Boy, I am paſt more Children; but 
thy Sons and Daughters will be all Gentlemen born. 
* Clown. You are well met, Sir; you denied to fight 
with me this other Day, becauſe 1 was no Gentleman 
born: ſee you theſe Cloaths ? Say, you ſee them not, 


and think me ſtill no Gentleman born. You were beſt 


ſay, theſe Robes are not Gentlemen born. Give me 
the Lye ; do, and try whether I am not now a Gentle- 


man born. | 


Autol. I know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman born. 
Clown. Ay, and have been ſo any Time theſe four 
Hours. | 

Shep. And ſo have I, Boy. 5 
Cloten. So you have; but I was a Gentleman born 
before my Father; for the King's Son took me by the 
Hand, and call'd me Brother; and then the two Kings 
called my Father Brother; and then the Prince my 
Brother, and the Princeſs my Siſter, called my Father, 
Father, and ſo we wept; and there was the firſt Gen- 
tleman- like Tears that ever we ſhed. 
i; Shep. We may live, Son, to ſhed many more. 
| 4 Clown. 
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Clown. Ay, or elſe. *twere hard Luck, being in ſo 
prepoſterous Eſtate as we are. 

Autol. I humbly beſeech you, Sir, t to pardon all the 
Faults I have committed to your Worſhip, and to give 
me your good Report to the Prince my Maſter ? 

- hep. Pr'ythee, Son, do; for we muſt be gentle, 
now we are Gentlemen. 

Clown. Thou wilt amend thy Life? 

Autol. Ay, an it like your good Worſhip. 


Clown. Give me thy Hand; I will ſwear to the Prince, 


thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any is in Bithhynia. 

Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it.“ 

Clown. Not ſwear it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boors and Franklins ſay it, PII ſwear it. 

Shep. How if it be falſe, Son ? 

Clown. If it be ne'er ſo falſe, a true Gentleman may 
ſwear it in the Behalf of his Friend: And I'll ſwear to 
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy Hands, and 
that thou wilt not be drunk; but I know, thou art no 
tall Fellow of thy Hands; and that thou will be drunk; 
but Tl] ſwear it; and, I would, thou would'ſt be a tall 

Fellow of thy Hands. 
Autol. I will prove ſo, Sir, to my Power. 
Clown. Ay, by any Means prove a tall Fellow, if 
1 do not wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, 
not being a tall Fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the Kings 


and the Princes, our Kindred, are going to ſee the 


Queen's Picture. Come, follow us: we'll be thy good 
Maſters. SY L Exennt. 


8 C E N E, Paulina's Houſe. 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, 


Paulina, Lords, and Attendants. 


Leon. 0 Grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 


Paul. 


_ANMa Aa: 
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Paul. What, ſovereign Sir, | 
I did not well, I meant well; all my Services 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchſaf'd, 
With your crown'd Brother, and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your Kingdoms, my poor Houſe to viſit; 
It is a Surplus of your Grace, which never . 
My Life may laſt to anſwer. 

Leon. O Paulina, 


We honour you with Trouble ; but we came 


To ſee the Statue of our Queen. Your Gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much Content, 
In many Singularities; but we ſaw not 
That, which my Daughter came to look upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 

Paul. As ſhe liv'd peerleſs, 
So her dead Likeneſs, I do well believe, 


| Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, | 
Or Hand of Man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare 


To ſee the Life as lively mock'd, as ever 

Still Sleep mock'd Death; behold, and ſay, tis well! 

I Paulina draws à Curtain, and diſcovers Hermione 
ſtanding like a Statue. SY 


1 like your Silence, it the more ſhews off 


Your Wonder ; but yet ſpeak, firſt you, my Liege, 
Comes it not ſomething near? 

Leon. Her natural Poſture! _ 
Chide me, dear Stone, that I may ſay, indeed, 
'Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for ſhe was as tender 
As Infancy and Grace. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood ; 
Even with ſuch Life of Majeſty, warm Life, 
As now it coldly ſtands, when firſt I woo'd her. 


I am aſham'd ; does not the Stone rebuke me, 


For being more Stone than it? Oh royal Piece! 
There's Magic in thy Majeſty, which has 


My Evils conjur'd to remembrance, and 
| From 
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From my admiring Daughter took the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee. ED 
Perd. And give me Leave, 
And do not ſay tis Superſtition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that Hand of yours to kifs. 
Paul. O, Patience; 
The Statue is but newly wed; ; the Colours 
Not dr 
Perd. A Statue! Is it then in Art 
To maſter the Affections? to command, 
And bend the Soul? —Why am [I rooted here | ? 
What mean theſe ſoft Senſations? Can my Breaſt, 
Fill'd with the Image of my Florizel 
Find room for more? And yet ſome ſecret Power 
Prompts me to pay both Love, and Duty here. 
Paul. If J had thought the Sight of my poor Image 
Wou'd thus have wrought A met on your Senſes, 
Pd not have ſhewn it. | 
Leon. Do not draw the Curtain. 
Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, leſt your F: ancy 
May think anon, it move. 
Leon. Let be, let be; | 
Would I were dead. but that, methinks, already— 
What was he that did make it? See, my Lord, 


Would you not deem it breath'd ; and that thoſe Veins 


Did verily bear Blood ? 
PDolix. Maſterly done | 
The very Life ſeems warm upon her Lip. 

_ Leon. The Fixure of her Eye has en in't, 

As we were mock' d with Art. 

Paul. Tl draw the Curtain. 
My Lord's almoſt ſo far tranſported, that 
He'll think anon it lives. 

Leon. O ſweet Paulina, 
Make me think ſo twenty Years rogether 


7 
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No ſettled Senſes of the World can match 
The Pleaſures of that Madneſs. Let't alone. 

Paul. I'm ſorry, Sir, I have thus far ne you, but 
I could afflict you farther. 

Leon. Do, Paulina. | | 
For this Affliction has a Taſte as ſweet 
As any Cordial Comfort. Still methinks | 
There is an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet cut Breath? Let no Man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 

Paul. Good my Lord, forbear 
The Ruddineſs upon her Lip is wet; | 
You'll marr it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own 


With oily Painting ;—ſhall I draw the Curtain? 


Leon. No, not theſe twenty Years. 
Perd. So long could I 
Stand by a Looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear, 
Quit preſently the Chapel, or reſolve you 
For more Amazement ; if you can behold it, 
PII make the Statue move indeed; deſcend, 
And take you by the Hand ; but then you'll think, 


Which I proteſt againſt, I am aſſiſted 


By wicked Powers. 
Leon. What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on; what to ſpeak, 


I am content to hear: for tis as eaſie 


To make her ſpeak as move. 

Paul. It is requir'd 
You do awake your Faith; then, all ſtand ſtill: 
And thoſe that think it is unlawful Buſineſs 


IJ am about, let them depart. 


Leon. Proceed; 
No Foot ſhall ſtir. 


Paul. Muſic awake her; ſtrike; C4 c. 


*Tis Time, deſcend; be Stone no more ; approach, 
Strike all that look on you with Marvel. Come, 


L 2 Bequeath 
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Bequeath to Death your Numbneſs; for from him 
Dear Life redeems you ; you perceive ſhe ſtirs; 
[ Hermione comes down. 
Start not, her Actions ſhall be holy, as : 
You hear, my Spell is lawful ; do not tun her ; 
Until you ſee her die again, for then 
Lou kill her double. Nay, preſent your Hand; 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd her, now in Age, 
Is ſhe become the Suitor. 
Leon. Oh, ſhe's warm, [ Embracing her. 
If this be Magic, let it be an Art ty : 
Lawful as cating. 
Polix. She embraces him. 
- Camil. She hangs about his Neck; 
If ſhe pertain to Life, let her ſpeak too. 
Paul. That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
Tho? yet ſhe 1] peak not. Mark alittle while. 
Pleaſe you to interpoſe, fair Madam, kneel, | 
And pray your Mother's Bleſſing. Turn, good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 
| [Preſenting Perdita to Hermione. 
Herm. You Gods, look down, - | 
And from your ſacred Vials pour your Graces 
Upon my Daughter's Head. Tell me, mine own, 


Where haſt thou been preſery'd | ? where liv'd ? how 1 


| found 

Thy Father's Court? for thou ſhalt hear, that! 
Knowing by Paulina that the Oracle 
Gave hope thou was't in being, have preſerv d 
My ſelf to ſee the Iſſue. 

Perd. Gracious Powers ! 
What means this vaſt Profuſion, this Extreme 
Of heavenly Mercy ?— 

Flor. Thought is loft 1 in Wander 1 
Admin Man TRY. offer to the 99s... 
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The tributary Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
And grateful Thanks, for all their mighty Bleſſings, 
But who preſumes to ſean thi 3 impervious Ways, 
- By which they're wrought, proclaims aloud his Folly. 
Leon. Have Ibeen murm'ring, and with impious Rage 
Curſt ev'n my Being, wiſh'd myſelf extinct, 
And number'd with the Dead; while Heav'n unſeen, 
With interpoſing Love, was kindly Ing 
The full Completion of my earthly Bliſs ? 
Pardon, Hermione ;, pardon me, Brother, 
That e' er I put between your holy Looks 
My ill Suſpicion, | 
Herm. O, my deareſt Lord! 
This bleſſed Reconcilement overpays me, ; 
For all the Agonies that rent my Heart 
In the long Age of our ſad Separation |— 
Leon. Life of my Life! my Soul rejoices in thee, 
As when in Youth, after three waſted Moons 
Of cold Reluctance, with an amorous Sigh, 
At laſt I made thee open thy white Hs, 
And clepe thyſelf my Love.—Prince Flarizel, 
And thou my long-loſt Perdita, join Hands. 
Brother, your Aid. (My Queen ſmiles her Conſent) 
The Benediction of th' immortal Gods, 
Thus ſupplicated by a Pair of Kings, 
eſcend from Heav'n upon you. 
Polix. Genial Love, 
And Tenderneſs without Satiety, 
Wait on your mutual Vows. 
Flori. My Joys exceed 
All that Imagination ever painted, 
Ev'n when my raptur'd Fancy higheſt ſoar” d, 
And ſwelPd my Boſom with the glorious Hope 
That this bleſt Hour wou'd come. My Perdita, 
What ſhall I ſay ?—But thou who know'ſt my Heart, 
Know'ſt it's Receſſes are all open to thee. | 


Perd. - 
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Perd. My, fine. fe my Florizel! IA own my Sul 
In forced 5 Langue d. Why 1 knew not, 
Or whenge e Impulſe came; but in my Cottage, - 
My Thoughts have hit the Palaces of Kings: 


And ho the golden Viſion, like the Sun, 


Has broke upon me, in full Streams of Glory; 

And given me to reward thy faithful Paſſion, . 

Not with a Shepherd's Daughter, but a Princeſs. 
Florix. Thou tovely Maid !—ſuchis thy native Worth, 


V, * a 


That Lam richer; in polſeſſing tee, 
Than twenty Sens, if all their Sands-Were Beate, 


Paul. Get ye together all, ye precious Winners 
Let each partake of th" other's Erultations | 
Whilſt I am happy in the gen'ral Joy. 0 
No more my private Sprrows: will T mourn, © - 


Since this:bleſt- - Day: hath» made a large Amends, 


Ev'n for the Loſs ny below d Antigonus. 
Leon. Thy Hand,” Hermione : thou art a Proof 
That only Ymorcence ben be eur Guard 


Againſt the rude. Aﬀaults and Shocks: 'of Fortune. 


*Tis that ſecures us the protecting Hand 
Of gracious Providence. Hence learn, ye Fair, 
That Junocence is Heaven's wy Care. 
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